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VOX,. III. B 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Duke of Venice, 

Prince of Morocco, 1 .. . n^ .- 
^ . ^ ^ ' V suitors to Portia. 

Pnnce of Arragon, 3 
Antonioj the Merchant of Venice, 
BassantOj his friend. 
Salanio^ "j 

Salarino, > friends to Antonio and Bassanio, 
Gratiano^ 3 

Lorenzo^ in taoe with JesHca. 
Shyl9c^, ^ /cw. ... 

Tubsii •« Jirtt?, Msfrieni, 
• • Launcelot Gobbo^ a clown^ servant to Shylock. 
:/r . 01d.Gobbo,.'/%>M€r toLmmceht, 
. . ^ Saldrio^ -a •wc^lJjp^gf^r ^om Venice. 
• .^C^oftar^}^^ ispyant to Bassanio, 

:/;• J^^'^/. ?' ^erran^tf ^0 Portia, 

: /."Stpphang*; J ; 
•• -•• • • 



• • 



• • 



Portia^ a rich heiress, 
Nerissa^ her 'waiting^maid, 
Jessica, daughter to Shyloch. 

Magnificoes qf Venice, Officers qfthe Court qf Justice, 
Jailer, Servants, and other Attendants, 

SCENEf partly at Venice, and partly at Belmont, the 
Seat of Portia, on the Contingent. 
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MERCHANT OF VENICE* 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. Venice^ A Street. 

Enter Antonio^ SalarIno, dnd Salanio. 

Antonio. 

In soothe I know not why I am so sad ; 

It wearies me; you say^ it wearies you; 

But how I caught it^ found it, or came by it^ 

What stuff *tis made of> whereof it is born^ 

I am to learn : . - • 

And such a want-wit sadness make^ of ma. 

That I have much ado to know myself. . ." - 

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the <%Cean y ."' "- ^ " 
There, where your argosies » with pordy 9fi^,-^ : . 
Like signiors and rich burghers of th^ flOpd; i - 
Or, as it were the pageants of the sea,-^ 
Do overpeer the petty traffickers. 
That curt'sy to them, do them reverence^ 
As they fly by them with their woven wings* 

Salan^ Believe me, sir, had I such venture fortb> 
The better part of my aflections would 
Be with my hopes abroad* I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind; 

' Ships of large burthen. 

b2 
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' Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads j 

And every object, that might make me fear 

Misfortune to my v^ntdrdsi out .of doubt. 

Would make me sad. 

Salar. ,, >. • My wind, cooling my broth. 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 

What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run. 

But I should think of shallows and of flats 5 

And see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand. 

Vailing* her high- top lower than her ribs. 

To kiss her burial. Should I go to church. 

And see the holy edifice of stone. 

And not bethink-me straight of dangerous rocks? 

Which touching but my gentle vessel's side, 

. Would scatter aU'hep spices ^n the stream : 

/ ; !• . £Dro];»e the; roaiipg waters with my silki 5 

* Xhdf in 5f*w^^> feft even now worth this, 
••- • ••• • • 

Aiid notv .worth noChing ? Shall I have the thou^t 
• J^^t&inktm 'Ms 3 and shall I lack the thought, 
V* >Th^ !0dcb'9 .thing, bechanc'd, would make me sad ? 
' Bht, teQ*Bpt infe$ I know, Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandize. 

Ant. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it. 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted. 
Nor to one places nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year : 
Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad. 
Solan. Why then you are m love« 
Ant» . Fye, fye! 

Salan. Not in love neither? Then let's say, you 
are sad, 

* Lowering. 



Scene I. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 5 

Because 70a are xiot merry : and *twere as easy 
For you; to laugh, and leap, and say, you are merry. 
Because you are not sad. Now, by two*headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows' in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes. 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piperj 
And other of such vinegar aspect. 
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile. 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Enter Bass Anio J Lorenzo, onc^ GRiixiANO. 

Stdan. Here comes Bassanio^ your most noble 
Itinsmah, •* ' * 

Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well ; 
We leave you now with better company. 

Solar. I would have staid till I had made joa 
merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant. Your worth is very dear in niy r^ard. 
I take it, your own business calls on you. 
And you embrace the occasion to depart. 
Salar. Good morrow, my good lords. 
Bass, Good signiors both, when shall we laugh ? 
Say, when? 
You grow exceeding strange : Must it be so ? 

Salar, We'll make our leisures to attend on yours. 

[Exeunt Salarikq and Salanio. 
Lor, My lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio, 
We two will leave you : but, at dinner time, 
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 
Bass, I will not fail you. 
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Gra. You look not weU> signior Antonio ; 
You have too much respect upon the world : 
Th^ lose it^ that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me^ you are marvellously changed. 

Ant. I hold the world but as the worlds Gratiano^ 
A stage^ where every man must play a part^ 
And mine a sad one. 

Gra, Let me play the Fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; 
And let my liver rather heat with wine^ 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why should a man> whose blood is warm within^ 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 
Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish ? I tell thee what^ Antonio^-rr 
{ }ove thee^ and it is my Jove that speaks ; — r 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond ; 
And do a wilful stillness ^ entertain. 
With purpose to be dress*d in an opinion 
Of wbdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 
As who should say, I am Sir Oracle , 
Af^t when I ope my lips, let no dog bark! 
O, my Antonio, I do know of these. 
That therefore only are reputed wise, 
FoF saying nothing ; who, I am very sure. 
If they should speak, would almost damn those ears. 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers, fools, 
1*11 tell thee more of' this another time : 
But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 
for thi? fool's gudgeon, this opinion,— 

3 Obstinate silence. 
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Come> good Lorenzo :-»Fare ye well^ a while | 
I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well^ we will leave you then till dinner<9>. 
time: 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men^ 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more> 
Tliou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 

Jnt. Farewell : I'll grow a talker for this gear. 

Gra, Thanks, i'faith; for silence is only ^com- 
mendable 
In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendible. 

{^Exeunt Gratiano and Loae^zo. 

Ant. Is that any thing now ? 

Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothings 
more than any man in all Venice: His reasons are as 
two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff; 
you shall seek all day ere you find them; and, when 
you have them, they are not worth the search* 

Ant. Well ; tell me now, what lady is this same 
To \diom you swore a secret pilgrimage. 
That you to-day promis'd to tdl me of ? 

Bass. "Us not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate. 
By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance: 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly off from the great debts. 
Wherein my time, something too prodigalj 
Hath left me gaged : To you, Antonio, 
7 owe the most, in mone^, and in love j 
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And frdm yortr love I have a warranty "> 

To unbiirthen all jny ploti^ and purposes. 
How to get clear of aU the debts I owe. 

Ant. I pray you^ good Bassanio^ let me know it; 
And^ if it standi as you yourself still do^ 
Within the eye of honour^ be assur'd^ 
My parse, my person, my extremest means. 
Lie all unlocked to your occasions. 

Bom. In my sehool-days, when I had lost one sbait, 
I shot his felk)w of the self-same flight 
The self-same way, with more advised watch. 
To And the other forth ; and by advenfring both, 
I oft found both : I ui]ge this childhood proof. 
Because what follows is pure innooence. 
I o'WB ycfu much ; and, like a wilful youth, 
Tliat which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To ihoot another arrow that self way 
Which you cKd shoot the first, I do not doubt. 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both, ... 
Or bring your latter hazard back agaiti, "' ' " 
^ And thankfiilly rest debtor for the first.? 

Ant. You know me well } and herein spend but 
• ikime. 
To wind about my love with circumstance ; 
And, out ofldoubt, you do me now more wrong. 
In making qi^estion of my uttermost. 
Than if you had made waste of all I have : 
Then do but say to me );vhat I should do. 
That in your knowledge may by me be done. 
And I am prest* unto it : therefore, speak. 

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 

♦ Ready. 
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And she is falr^ and^ fairer than that word^ 

Of wond*rous virtues j sometimes ^ from her eyes 

I did receive fair speechless messages : 

Her name is Portia j nothing undervalued 

To Cato*s daughter, Brutus' Portia. 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 

Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which malces h^r Seat of Belmont, Colchos" ^txtod. 

And many Jasons come in quest of hex*. 

my Antonio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift. 
That I should questionless be fortunate. 

Ant. Thou know*st, that all my fortunes are at 
sea 5 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth, • 

Try what my credit can in Venice do 5 
That shall be rack*d, even to the uttermost. 
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fiair Portia. 
Go, presendy inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is 3 and 1 no question make. 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. {Exemi. 

5 Formerly. 
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SCENE II, * 
Belmont. A Room in Portia's House, 

Enter Portia cmd Nerissa. 

For, By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a- 
weary of this great world. 

Ner, You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries 
wer^ in the same abundance as your good fortunes 
are : And, yet, for aught I see, they are as sick, that 
surfeit with too much, as they that starve with no- 
thing : It is no mean happiness therefore, to be seated 
in the mean; superfluity comes sooner by white 
hairs, but competency lives longer. 

For, Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner, They would be better, if well followed. 

For. If to do were as easy as to know what werer 
good to do, chapels had been phurches, and poor 
men*s cottages, princes' palaces. It is a good divine 
that follows his own instructions : I can easier teach 
twenty what were good to be done, than be one of 
the twenty to follow mine own teaching. The brain 
may devise laws for the blood 5 but a hot temper leaps 
oyer a cold decree : spch a hare is madness the youth, 
to skip o'er the meshes of good counsel the cripple. 
But this reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me 
a husband: — O me, the word choose! I may neither 
choose whom I would, nor refuse whom I dislike; 
so is the will of a living daughter curbed by tlie will 
of a dead father : — Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I 
cannot choose one, nor refuse none ? 
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Ner. Your father was ever virtuous j and holy 
men^ at their death> have good inspirations ; there- 
fore^ the lottery^ that he hath devised in these three 
chests, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who 
chooses his meaning, chooses yoXi,) will, no doubt, 
never be chosen by any rightly, but one who you 
fthall rightly love. But what warmth is there in your 
affection towards any of these princely suitors thai 
are already come ? 

Por. I pray thee, over-name them j and as thou 
iiamest them, I will describe them; and, according 
to my description, level at my affection. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

Por. Ay, that's a colt,^ indeed, for he doth no^ 
thing but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great 
appropriation to his own good parts, that he can dhoe 
him himself: I am much afraid, my lady his mother 
fdayed false with a smith. 

Ner. Then, is there the county' Palatine. 

Por. He doth nothing but frown 5 as who should 
say. An if you will not have me, choose : he hears 
merry tales, and smiles not: I fear, he will prove 
the weeping philosopher when he grows old, being 
60 full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I had 
rather be married to a death's head with a bone in his 
mouth, than to either of these. Grod defend me from 
these two ! 

Ner. How say you by the French lord. Monsieur 
Le Bon? 

Por. Grod made him, and therefore Let him pass 
'/or a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a 

^ An heady, gay youngster. ^ Count. 
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mocker ; But> be ! why, he hath a horse better than 
the Neapolitan's; a better bad habit of frowning 
than the count Pahitine : he is eyeiy man in no 
man : if a throstle sing, he falls straight a capering ; 
he will fence with his own shadow : if I siibuld marry 
him, I should mar^ twenty husbands : If he would 
despise me, I would forgive him.; for if he love me 
to madness, I shall never requite him. 

Ner, What say you then to Faulconbridge, the 
3r0ang baron of England ? ^ 

Por. You know, I say nothing to him; for he 
understands not me, nor I him: he hath neither 
Latin, French, nor Italian ; and you >^ill come into 
the odurt «nd swear, that I have a poor pennyworth 
in the English; He is'a foroper man's picture ; But, 
alas ! who can converse with a dumb show ? How 
oddly he is suited! X thinks he .bought his doublet 
in Italy, his round hose in 'France, his bonnet in* 
Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his 
neighbour ? 

For. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him; 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, 
and swore he would pay him again, when he was 
able: I think, the Frenchman became his surety, 
and sealed under for another. 

Ner, How like you the young German, the duke 
of Saxony's nephew ? 

For. Very vilely in the morning, when he is 
aober; and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is 
drunk: when he is best, he is a little worse than 
a man} and when he is worst, he is little better than 
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a beast: an the wor^t.f^U. tbat erer fell, I hope, I 
shall mak^ shift to go without him. 

Ner, If -he should offer to choose, and choose the 
right cask^, you should refuse to perform jroor 
father*'s Hvill, if jrou should refuse to accept? hfan. 

For. Therefore, for fear of the worst, 1 prky thee, 
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the cbhtratj 
casket : for, if the devil he within, and that tempta^ 
tion without, I know he will choose it. I will do 
any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be married to a spunge. 

Ner, You need not fear, lady, the having any of 
these lords; they have acquainted me with their de- 
terminations : which is indeed, to return to dieir 
home, an({ t9 trouble yoja ..with- no mo^^^VMt I unlesf 
you may be won by some^oftjser flK)rt than your £ither*f 
imposition, depending on the caskets. 

For. If I live to be as old as Sibylla^ I- will die as 
chaste as Diana, imless I be obtained by the maoner 
of my father's will : I am glad this parcel of wooers 
are so reasonable ; for there is not one among them 
but I dote on his very absence, and I pray God grant 
them a fair departure. 

Ner4 Do you not remember, lady, in your father^s 
time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that came 
hither in company of the Marquis of Montferrat?. 

For, Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as I think, so wat 
he called. 

* Ner, True, madam ; he, of all the men that ever 
my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best deserving 
a fair lady. - • 

For, I remember him well ; and I leinember him 
worthy of thy praise.— How now ! what news ? 
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Enter a Servant. 

Sere. The four strangers seek for you, madam> to 
take their leave: and there is a fore-runner come 
£rom a fifth, the prince of Morocco 3 who brings 
word, the prince, his master, will be here to-night. 

For. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so good 
heart as I can bid the other four farewell, I should 
be glad of his approach : if he have the condition' 
of a saint, and the complexion of a devil, I had rather 
he should shrive me than wive me. Come, Nerisea. 
—Sirrah, go before. — ^Whiles we shut the gate upon 
one wooer, another knocks at the door. [Exeunt^^ 

SCENE III. 
- Venice. A jmblick Place, 

Enter Bassanio and Shylock. 

Shy, Three thousand ducats, — ^well. 

Bass, Ay, sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months, — well. 

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall 
.beboiind. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Bass. May you stead me ? Will you pleasure me ? 
Shall I know your answer ? 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months^ 
and Antonio bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy, Antonio is a good man. 

• Temper, qualities. 
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Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the con* 
trary? 

5%. Ho, no, no, no, no 5— my meaning, in saying 
he is a good man, is to have you understand me, 
that he is sufficient: yet his means are in supposi* 
tion : he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, another 
to the Indies ; I understand moreover upon the Rialto, 
he hath a third at Meicico, a fourth for England,— 
and other ventures he hath, squander*d abroad : But 
ships are but boards, sailors but men : there be Jand- 
rats, and water-rats, water-thieves, and land-thieves; 
I mean, pirates 3 and then, there is the peril of waters^ 
-winds, and rocks: The man is, notwithstanding, r 
sufficient 3 — three thousand ducats 3 — ^I think, I wsxf 
take his bond. 

Bass, Be assured you may. 

Shy, I will be assured, I may 3 and, that I may 
be assured, I will bethitk me: May I speak with 
Antonio? 

Bass, If it please you to dine with us. 

Shf/. Yes, to smell pork 3 to eat of the habitaticm 
which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the devil 
into : I will buy with you, sell with you, talk with 
you, walk with you, and so following 3 but I wiQ 
not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with 
you.- What news on the Rialto ? — ^Who is^ he comes 
here ? 

* 

Enter Antonio. 

Base. Tliis is signior Antonio. 
Shy. lAstde,"] How like a fewning publican he 
looks! 
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I hate him for he is a christian : 

Bat more> for that^ in low simplicity^ 

He lends out money gratis^ and brings down 

The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation 5 and he rails, 

£vea there were merchants- most do congregate^ 

On me> my bargaina, and xny weU*won thrift. 

Which he calk interest: Cursed be my tribe. 

If ifoigivehimi 

Basi. Shylock, do you hear? 

. Shy* I am debating of my present store j 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full three thousand ducats : What of that ? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe. 
Will furnish me: But soft; How many months 
Do you desire ?— Rest you fair, good signior ; 

[To Antonio. 
Tour WDT^p was the last man in our mouths. 

Ani. Sfajlock, albeit I neither lend nochcmrow. 
By taking, nor by giving cf excess. 
Yet, to supply the ripe wahts^ of my friend, 
rn break a custom :-*-Is he yet pos8ess'd>' 
How much you would? 

Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducatt. 

Ant, And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot,— three months, you told me so. 
Well then, your bond; and, let me. see^-— ^ut 
hearyou; 

9 W^nts which admit no longer delay. '' > Informed* 
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Methougbtj you 8aid> you neither leod^ nor borrow. 
Upon advantage. 

Ant. I do never use it* 

Shy. When Jacob graz*d his uncle Laban's sheep^ 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wise mother wrovcght in his behalf^) 
The third possessor ^ ay^ he was the third. 

Ant. And what of him ? did he take interest ? 

Shy. fHo, not take interest 3 not^ as yoa Would say^ 
Directly interest : mark what Jacob did. 
When Laban and Imnself were compromis'd. 
That all the eanlings which were streak'd^ and pied> 
Should fall as Jacob's hire 5 the ewes^ being rank, r 
In the end of autumn turned to the rams : 
And when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act. 
The skilful shepherd peel*d me certain wands^ 
And/ in the doing of the deed of kind,^ 
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes ; 
Who^ then conceiving, did in eaning time 
Fall party-colour*d lambs, and those were Jacob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest | 
And thrift, is blessing, if men steal it not. 

Ant. This was a venturCi sir, that Jacob serv'd for; 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass. 
But sway'd, and fashion'd, by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inserted to make interest good ? 
Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams } 

Shy. I cannot tell 5 I make it breed as fast:-«« 
But note me, signior. 

Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio, 

I 

* Nature. 
VOL. III. C ' 
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The ctevil can cite flcriptare for his purpose. 
An evil soul^ producing holy witness. 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart ^ 
O, what a goodly outside falshood hath ! 

Shi/. Three thousand ducats,-— 'tis a good round 
sum. 
Three months from twdve, then let me see the rate. 
Jnt. Well, Shylock, shall we b6l)ehoklen to you > 
Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft. 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances :' 
Still have T borne it with a patient shrug -, 
For sufierance is the badge of all our tribe : 
You call me— misbeliever, cut-throat dog. 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine. 
And all for use of that winch is imne own. 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help ?• 
Go to then; you c6me to me, and you say, 
Shylock, we would haoe monies; Yon say so $ 
You, that did vend your rheum upon my beard^ 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold $ monies is your suit. 
What should I say to you ? Should I not say. 
Hath a dog mmey f kit possible^ 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key. 
With 'bated breath, and whisp^ng humbteiess,. 
Say lliis,— — 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last ; 
Yim spurn* d mt such a day ; another time 

t laterett. 
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You calVd me^^og ; and for these courtesies 
rU lend you thus much monies. 

Ant, I am as like to call thee so agiin^ 
To spit on thee again^ to spfam thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this mooejr, lend it not 
As to thy ^ends ; (for when did friendship takd 
A breed for barren n^etal of his fiiend }) 
But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 
Who if he breaks thoa mi^*st with better ftce 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy, Whyi look yoU| how yoa storm ! 

I would be friends with yoa, and lunre your lo^e> 
Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with. 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance fqr my monies, and you'll not he«r me: 
This is kind I oBer. 

Ant. This were kindness* 

Shy. This kindness will I show ;•«• 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond i and, in a meny sporty 
If you repay me not on such a day. 
In suqh a place, such sumi or sums, as are 
£xpress*d in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of yoor £ak flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 

Ant. Content, in faith; I'U seal to such a bond. 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me, 
rU rather dwells in my necessity. 

4 Abide. 

c2 
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Ant, Why^ fear not^ roan; I will not forfeit it; 
Within these two months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shi/, O father Abraham, what these Christians are ^ 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this; 
If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of man's flesh, taken from a man. 
Is not so estimable^ profitable neither. 
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say. 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendship : 
If he will take it^^ so ; if not, adieu ; 
And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 

Ant, Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond* 

Shy, Then meet me forthwith at the notary's i 
Give him direction for this merry bond. 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight; 
See to my house, lefl in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. JExit^ 

Ant, Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he grows kind. 

Bass, I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. 

Ant, Come on : in this there can be be no dift« 
may,. 
My ships come home a month before the day. 

[ExevnK 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 21 

ACT II. 

SCENE I. Belmont. A Roam in Portia's House, 

Flourish qf Cornets. Enter the Prince qf Morocco, 
and his Train; Portia^ N£RISSA> and othgr (^ 
her Attendants, 

Mor. Mlslike me not for n^ compIe3uon> 
The shadow*d livery of the burnished sun. 
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the fairest creature northward born. 
Where Phoebus' fire scarce thaws the icicles. 
And let us make incision* for your love. 
To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine. 
I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine . 
Hath fear'd^ the valiant 5 by my love, I swear. 
The best-regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue. 
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

For. In terms of choice I |m not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes : 
.Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing c 
But, if my father had not scanted me. 
And hedg'd me by his wit, to yield myself 
His wife, who Mrins me by that means I told yoa. 
Yourself, reno>;vi^ed prince, then stood as fair. 
As any comer I have look'd on yet. 
For my afiection. 

5 Allusion to the eastern custom for lovers to testify their 
psission by cutting themselves m their mistresses sight, 

• Terrify'd. 
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Mor. Even for that I thank you; 

Therefore, I pray you^ lead me to the caskets. 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar, — 
That slew die Sophy> and a Persian prince. 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,— 
I would out-stare the sternest eyQA that look. 
Out-brave the heart njost daring on the earth. 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she bear^ 
Yea, mock the Uon when he roars for prey> 
To win thee, lady : But, alas the while ! 
If Hercules, and Lichas, play at dice 
Which Is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fertune from the weaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten Y^ his page ; 
And so nafy I, blmd fortune leading me. 
Miss that which one nnworthier may attain^ 
And ^ with grieving. 

For. You must take your diance; 

And either Dot attempt to choose at all. 
Or swear, before you choo8e,-r-if you choose wrongs 
Never to speak tx> lady afterward 
In way of marriage 5 therefore be advisM.'' 

Mor. Nor will not; come, bring me tmto my 
fchance. 

For. First, forward to the temple 5 after dinner 
your hazard sfiall be made. 

McTk Good fortune then! [Comets, 

7*0 make me bless'd, or cursed*st aniong men. 

[Exeunt. 

7 Not precipitate. 
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SCENE IL 
Venice, A Street. 

Enter Lauvcelot Gobbo, 

Ijaiin. Certainly my conscieooe wiU serve me to 
run from this Jew^ my masl^: The fiend is at mine 
elbow ; and tempts me, saying to me^ Gobbo, Laun^e^ 
lot Gobbo, good Ltnmoeioi, or good GtMo, or good, 
Lanmctlot Gobbo^ ttse your legs, take tke start, nm 
away: My conscience says, — no^ take ited kon^st. 
Launcelot; take heed, konest Gokbo; or, as aforesaid, 
honest Launcelot Gobbo; do not rwi; scorn ruuning 
with thy heels : Well, the most coiuageous £ead bids 
me pack; via! says the fiend; azoay! says the fiead^ 
for the heaieens; rouse vp a brave mind, says the fiend, 
and iwi. Well, my consdenoe, hanging about the 
neck of my heart, says very wisely to mc^^^-'mj/ houfst 
friend Lanmcelot, beiag an honest man's son/^^-os rather> 
an honest woman's son^^-ior, indeed, w^ father 4id 
Masaetbwg smack, sooaething grow to, be had ^ kind 
of taste ;— wdl, ray coascieace says, LamKslot, budge 
not; budge, says the fiend ; budge not, §eLyB my con-, 
scienoe: Conscience, say J, yoa couosel well; ,fi^nd, 
say I, you counsel well: to )be ruled l^ o^ty oon- 
science, I should stay with the Jew my masterj who, 
(God Mess the mark!) is a kind of devil j and, to run 
away from the Jew, .1 should be ruled by the fiend^ 
who, saring your reverence, is the devil himself: 
Certainly, the Jew is the very devil incarnation; ai|d, 
in my conscience, my conscience is but a kind of 



> 
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hard conscience^ to offer to counsel me to stay with 
the Jew : The fiend gives the more friendly counsel : 
I will run> fiend; my heels are at your command* 
ment^ I will run. 

Enter old Gobbo^ with a Basket. 

Oob. Master, young man, you, I pr^ you j which 
is the way to master J^w's ? 

' Laun. \_Aside.'] O heavens, this is my true be- 
gotten father! whoj being more than sand-blind^ 
high-gravel blind, knows me not :— I will try con- 
clusions ' with him. 

Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you, which 
18 the way to master Jew's ? 

' Laun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your 
left; marry, at the very next turning, turn of no 
hand> but turn down indirectly to the Jew*s house. 

G(^. By God*8 sonties, 'twill be a hard way to lut« 
Can yoU tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwelk 
witli him, dwell wid» him, or no} 

Laun. Talk you of youqg master Launcelot?— • 
Mark me now } [aside.'] now will I raise the waters: 
—Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son; his 
father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding poor 
man, and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun^ Well, let his father be what he will, we 
talk of young master Launcelot. 

Gob. Your worship's friendi and Launcelot, sir. 

jUwi. But I pray you ergo, old man, ergo, I 

• Experiments. 
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iMsseech you 3 Talk you of young master Laonce* 
lot ? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an*t please your mastership. 

Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot; talk not of master 
Launcelot, father; for the young gentleman (accord* 
ing to fates and destinies^ and suMi odd sayings^ the 
sisters three^ and such branches of learning,) is, iii-^ 
deed, deceased; or^ as you would say^ in plain terms^ 
gone to heayen. 

Gob. Many, God forbid! the boy was the v«y 
staff of my age, my very prop. 

Laun, Do I look like a cudgel^ or a hovel-post, a 
stafF> or a prop ? — Do you know me, father ? 

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gen* 
tleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, (God 
irest his soul !) alive', or dead ? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father ? 

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know you not* 
^ Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your efes, yoa 
ought fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father, 
that knows his own child. Well, old man, I^will 
tell you news of your son: Give me your blessing: 
truth will come to light; murder cannot be hid long, 
a man*s son may; but, in the end, truth will out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up; I am sure, you am 
not Launcelot, my boy. 

Lavn. Vtsy you, let's have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your blessing; I am Launcelot, your 
boy that was, your son that is, your child that 
shall be. 

Gob. I ca]:mot think, you are my son. 

Laun. I know not what I shall think of that : but 
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1 am JjSLuncdot, the Jew's man; and^ I am sure, 
Margery, your wife, is my mother. 
. Gob, Her name is Margery, indeed: I'll be sworn, 
if thou be Lamicelot, thou art mine own flesh and 
Uood. Lord worshipped might he be ! what a beard 
baft thou got ! thou hast got more hair on thy chin^ 
than Dobbin my thill-horse^ has on his tail. 

Lmm. It should seem then, that Dobbin's tail 
grows backward 3 I am sure he had more hair on 
lus tailj than I have on my face, when I last saw 

bim. 

* 

Crob. hoitdy how art thou changed! How dost thou 
and thy master agree? I have brought him a present i 
How 'gree you now ? 

Lautt^ Well, well; but, for mine own part^ as 
I have set up my rest to run away, so I will do| 
rest till I have run some ground: my master's a 
mexy Jew: Give bim a present! give ium a halter: 
I am £miish*d in. his service ; you may tell eveiy 
finger I have with my ribs. Father, I am glad jo^ 
are. come; give n»e your present to one master 
Bassaoio, who, indeed, gives rare new livenes; if 
I serve not him« I ^^'^ nm as far as God has anj 
ground.*-<0 rare fortune ! here comes the man;-««»tQ 
bim, £ither; for I am a Jew, if I serve the Jew any 
longer. 

Enter Bassanio, xvith Leonardo, and other 

Followers, 

Bass. You may do so} — ^but let it be so hasted, 
that supper be ready at the farthest by fire of the 

» '9 Shaft-horse. 
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clock: See tbeae letters deltver*d; put the liveriai 
to making ; and desire Gratiano to come anon to mj 
kx%&ig. [^Edt a Senrant. 

Laun. To hitn^ father. ' 

Gob, God bless jrour worship ! 

Bass. Gramercy ; Would*st th(Ju aught vith me? 

Gob. Here's my son, sir, a poor boy ^" 

Latin. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's 
man j that would, sir, as my &ther sbdl specify,—^ 
. Gob. He hath a great infection, sir,, as one would 
say, toierr Q ' 

- Lsam, Indeed, the short and the long is, I servo 
fthe Jew, and I have a desire, as my Ather sliBaV 
specify , ■ ' 

• Gob. His master and he/ (saving your worshipji 
reverence,) are scarce cater-eousins : 

Lami. To be briefs the very truth is, that the lev 
iiaving done nie wiong, doth cause me, aimy fatfaer» 

teing I hope an old man, shall frutify unto you , 

' Osifr* I have here a dish of doves, that I would 
fjestow upon your worships and my suit is , ■■*■ - 

Lttun^ In very brief, the suit is impertinent to 
myself, zs your worship shall know by this honest 
old man ; and, though I say it, though old man, yet^ 
.poor man, my father. 

Bass. One speak for both y — ^What would you? 

Lauh. Serve you, sin 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, sir. 

Bass. I know thee wdl^ thou hast obtained tlqr 
suit: 
Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day, 
^nd hath preferred tiiee, if it be preferment. 
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To leave a rich Jew's service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

Laun, The old proverb is very well parted be- 
tween my master Shylock and you, «ir; you have the 
grace of Grod, sir, and he hath enough. 

Bass. Thou speak'st it well : Go, fether with thy 
son : — 
Take leave of thy old master, and enquire 
My lodging out :— Give him a livery 

\To his Followers. 
More guarded' than his fellows' : See it done* 

Lttun. Father, in :«— I cannot get a service, no j— • 
I have ne'er a tongue in my head. '— Well; iLooking 
on his palm."] if any man in Italy have a fairer table/ 
^hich doth ofier to swear upon a book.— I shall have 
good fortune; Go to, here*s a simple line of life! 
%ere's a small trifle of wives: Alas, fifteen wives is 
nothing; eleven widows, and nine maids, is a simple 
comiAg-in for one man : and then, to 'scape drowii*> 
ing thrice 5 and to be in peril of my life with the 
edge of a feather-bed;— here are simple 'scapes ( 
(Well, if fortune be a woman, she's a good wench 
for this gear.— Father, come; I'll take my leave of 
.the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

[Exeunt Launcelot and old Gob bo. 

Bass. 1 pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this ; 
These things being "bought, and orderly besto'w'd. 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
*Jily best-esteem'd acquaintance^; hie thee^ go. 

Leon. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 

> Ornamented. 
« The palm of the hand extended. 
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Enter Gratiako* 

Gra. Where is your master ? 

Leon. Yonder^ sir^ he walk^. 

lExit Leonardo. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio,— — 

Bass, Gratiano ! 

Gra, I have a suit to you, 

Bass.. You have obtained it. 

Gra, You must not deny me) I must go with you 
to Belmont. 

Bass. Why, then you must j— But hear thee, 
Gratiano $ 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voices- 
Parts, that become thee happily enough. 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults } 
But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal 3'— ^ray thee, take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit 5 lest, through thy wildbehaidour, 
I be misconstrued in the place I go to. 
And lose my hopes. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me: 

If I do not put on a sober habit. 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then. 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely; 
Nay more, while grace is sa3ring, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen; 
Use all the observance of civility. 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent^ 

3 Gross, licentious. 
4 Show of staid and serious demeanour. 
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To. please his grandam, never trust me more. 
Bass. Well^ we shall see yoor bearing.^ 
Gra, Nay, but I bar to-night^ you shall not gage me 

Bj what we do to-night. 

Bass^ No> that were pity; 

1 would entreat you rather to put on 

Your boldest suit of mirths for we have friends 
That purpose merriment : But fare you well, 
I have some business. 

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest : 
But we win visit you at supper-time. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
The same, A Room in Shylock*s House. 

Enter Jesi^ica and LaXtnc&lot. 

Jes. I am sorry, thou wilt leave my father so-. 
Our house i& hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
Didat rob it of some taste of tediouaness : 
But fare thee well -, there is a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see - 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master^s guest : 
Give him this letter ; do it secretly. 
And so farewell; I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 

Loam, Adieu!-— tears exhibit my tongue.—* 
Most beautifiil pagan,— most sweet Jew ! If a Chris' 
tian do not pl^ the knave, and get thee, I am nouch 
deceived : But, adieu ! these foolish drops do some- 
what drown my manly spirit; adieu! [£xtY. 

s Carriage, deportment. 
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Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot.— « 
Alack> what heinous sin is it in me. 
To be asham*d to be nqr father's child ! 
But though I am a daughter to his blood» 
I am not to Ms manners : O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife; 
•Become a Christian, and thy loving wife* [Exk. 

SCENE IV. 
The same. A Streets 

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salariito, cmI 

Salanio. 

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-dme; 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
•All in an hour. 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearen. 

Salon. *Tis vile, unless i€ may be quaintly order*d; 
And better, in my nund, not undertook. 

Lor. Tis now but four a-dock; we have twohoow 
To furnish ui :— 

Enter Laukc£10T> vMh a letter. 

Friaid Launcelot, ix^fa the news? 

Lami. An it ahali please you to tnreak up tfiis, it 
shall seem to signify. 

Lor. I know the hand: in ^th, *ds a £nr hand| 
yt^d whiter than the paper it writ on. 
Is the £ur hand that writ, 

Gra. Love-news, in £uth» 
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Laun, By your leave, sir. 

Lor, Whither goest thou } 

Laun. Many, sir, to bid 'my old master the Jew 
to sup to-night with my new master the Christian. 

Lor. Hold here^ take this : — ^tell gentle Jessica> 
I will not fail her j— speak it privately j go. — 
Genttjsmen, lExit La u n celot. 

Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ? 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Salar, Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it straight. 

Salon,. And so will I« 

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, 

At Gratiano*8 lodging some hour hence. 

Salar. *Tis good we do so. 

[Exeunt Salar, and Sal an. 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica ? 
. Lor. 1 must needs tell thee all : She hath directed. 
How I. shall take her from her father's house 3 
What gold, and jewels, she is fm'nish'd with; 
What page's suit she hath in readiness. 
If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven,. 
.It will be for his gentle daughter's sak,e : 
And never dare misfortune cross her foot,. 
Unless she do it under this excuse,— < 
That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 
Come, go with mej peruse this, as thou goest: 
. Fair Jessica shall be my torch*bearer. lExeunt, 
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SCENE V. 
Tkt srnne^ Brfort Shylock*8 Hausei 

] Entef' Shy LOCK and LAVUfCZi^OT. 

S%t Well, ihou shalt see^ thy eyes shall be thj 
judge. 
The difierence of old Shylock and BassadJo :-— 
What, J^sica !— >thoa shalt not gormandize. 
As thoa hast done with me -, — What, Jessica 1— » 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out i—- 
Why, Jessica, I say ! 

Lam. Whyi Jessica ! 

^ Sky. Who bids thee call? X do not bid thee call. 

Latm. Your worship was wont to tell me> I couU 
do nothing without bidding* 

£nter Jessica. 

Jes, Call you ? What is your will ? ; 

Shy. I am bid^ forth to sUpper, Jessica; 
There are my keys :•— Sut wher^ore should I go} 
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me : 
£ut yet 1*11 go in hate> to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian.— Jessica, my girl, 
Iiook to my house i^^l am right loth to go } 
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest^ 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Lam. I beseech you, sir, goj my young master 
doth expect your reproach. 

• Invited. 
VOL. XII. D 
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Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. And thejr have conspired together,— I will 
not say, you shall see a masque 5 but if you do, then 
it was not for nothing that my nose fell a bleeding on 
Black-Monday last, at six o'clock i'the momii^ 
falling oiit that year on Ash-wednesday was four 
year in the afternoon. 

Shy. What! are there masques? Hear you me^ 
Jessica : 
Lock up my doors; and when you hear the droni;^ 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife> 
Clamber not you up to the casements then^ 
Nor thrust your head into the publick street. 
To gaze on Christian fods with vamish*d face» : 
But 8t(^ my house's ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house.— 'By Jacob's staff, I swear, 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 
But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrah j 
Say, I will come. 

Laun. I will go before, Bir.«^ 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ^ 
There wiH ccxne a Christian by. 
Will be worth a Jewess* eye. [Exit Law. 

Shy, What says that fool of Hs^ar's ofispring, ha? 

Jes. His words were. Farewell, mistress; nothiDg 
else. 

Shy, The patch is kind enough; but a huge feedet. 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat; drones hive not with me| 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 



His borrow'd pitf8e<---Welli Jessica^ go to j 
Perhaps^ I Will i^tiini immediately ^ 
Do^ as I bid yoil> 

Shut doors after you : Fast bind> fast £nd ; 
A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [ExtV. 

J€s, Farewell : and if my fortune be not crost, 

I have a father, you a daughter, lost* [£jtY. 

• » 

SCENE VI. 

The same. 

Enter 6ratx4KO avid SalaHiko^ mOsqued^ 

Gra, This is the pent-house^ under which Lorenzo 
Desired us- to make fitand. 

Saiat, His hdur is dlmost ^M. 

Gra. And it is ffumrd he (mt-dwelb his hotif^ 
For lovers ever run befbre the clack. 

Saiar. O, ten times f^hsier Venu^ pigeonst fly 
To seal lo^*s bonds new made, than they ate Wont; 
To keep obllg<ed faith unfbrfehtd ! 

Ora. That ettr holds; Wm risetb from a feasts 
With that keen appetite that he shai down ? 
Where is the horse that Aofdt tmtread again 
His tedioitf nMesQres wkfa the onbated fine 
That he did paKi# th^n first ? AH things that ai^^ 
Are with moi« Spirit chased than enjoy'd. 
How like a yotitfter, or a prodigal. 
The scarfed^ bark puts ftata her native bay, 
Hugg*d and embrtfCed by the strumpet wind! 

7 Decorated with flags. 
D 2 
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How like the prodigal doth she return; 
With over-weather'd rib8> and ragged 8ail8> 
Lean^ rent^ and beggar'd by the strumpet wind ! 

JEnfer Lorenzo. 

Solar. Here comes Lorenzo j— more of this here* 

after. 
Lor, Sweet friends^ your patience for my long 
abode; 
Not I, but my afiairs^ hav^ made you wait ; 
IVhen you shall please to play the thieves for wives^ 
I'll watch as long for you then.— •Approach) 
Here dwells my father Jew :— Ho! who's within. 

Enter Jessica above, in hoy*s clothes. 

Jes. Who are you? Tell me, for more certainty. 
Albeit m swear that I do. know your tongue. 

Lor, Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes» Lorenzo, certain ; and my loye, indeed ^ 
For who love I so much ? And now who knows. 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

Lor 4 Heaven, and thy thoi:^hts, are witness that 
thou art. 

Je9. Here, catch this casket; it is worth the pains. 
I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me. 
For I am much asham'd of my exchange : 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit 9 
For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see tne thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 

Jes. What, mustlhcddacandle to my shames) 
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They in themselves, good sooth, are too too li j^t. 
Why, 'tis an office of discovery, love; 
And I should be obscur'd. 

Lor. So are you, sweet. 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 
But come at once; 

For the close ni^t doth play the run-away. 
And we are staid for at Bassanio's feast. 

Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 

[Exit, from ab&oe. 

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew* 

Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily : 
For she is wise, if 1 can judge of her j 
And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true 5 
And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself 1 
And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true. 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica, below. 

What, art thou come ?— On, gentlemen, awayi 
Our masquing mates by this -time for ud stay. 

lEnt with Jessica and Salarino* 

Enter Antonio* 

Ant. Who's there? 

Gra. Siguier Antonio ? 

Antm fye, fye, Gratiano? where, are aU the rest) 
Tis nine o'clock $ our friends all stay for you :— • 
No masque to-night 5 the wind is come about^i 
Bassanio presently will go aboard : 
J have aeot twenty out to seek for yoiu. 
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Gra, I api glad D4't j I desire no mor^ d^light^ 
Than to be under ^ilf and gone to-pigbt. [EvfiaUU 

SCENE VII. 

Belmont. -<4 Room in Portia*! House^ 

Flourish (if Cornets, Enter Portia, with the Prim;^ 
of Morocco, and both their Trains, 

For. Qo, dr4W ftside the curtains^ and diicaw . 
The several caskets to this noble prince :-«-* 
I^ow make y^ur choice, 

Mor. Tbd 4r6tii of gold, who tbia inscription 
bea|S|*^ 
Who choosetk m»^ ^haU gam what mtm^ mm desire* 
The secQc^j silver, which this promise carries ;•«« 
Who choase^h im, sk^U get as nmch aa he deserved* 
This third, dnU lead> with warning all as Uunt;<w 
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath. 
How shall I know if 1 do choose the right? 

P(n\ Th^ ^oe pf tb^n coutaina mj pictoM, 
t prince J 
l£ you cbopse tb^j then I am yours withal. 

Mor. Some god direct my judgment ! Let me see, 
I will survey the inscriptions back again : 
What says this leaden casket ? 
Who chooseth me, mitst give and hasjard all he hath* 
|4iu^ glv^rr-?or what? for lead? hazard lor lead? 
This c^ket thr^aten&: Men, that baa^ard all> 
po it in bopQ of fair advantages : 
A golden mind stocks not to shows of dross } 
ril then nor fpv^, nor hazard, aught for lead. 
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What %Bys die silver^ with her yirgin hue ? 

Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves* 

Aft much as he deserves ?*— Pause there^ Morocco^ 

And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou be*st rated by thy estimation^ 

Thou dost deserve enough j and yet enough 

May not extend so far as to the lady ; 

And yet to be afeard erf" my deserving. 

Were but a weak disabling of mysdf. 

As much as I deserve ! — ^Why, that*8 the lady : 

I do in birth deserve her^ and in fortuneji^ 

In gracesj and in qualities of breeding; 

But more than these, in love I do deimei* 

What if I stra/d no further^ but chose here ?-*• 

Let's see once more this sa]ring grav'd in gold : 

Who chooseth me, shflU gain what many mm desire. 

Why> that's the lady ', all the woild desires her : 

From the four comers of the enrth they cocne^ 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint 

The H3n:canian deserts, and the vasty wilda 

Of wide Arabia, are as throogh-fares now. 

For princes to come View fair Portia : 

The watery kingdotn, whose amlbitions head 

Spitf in the face of lieavea, is ao bar 

To stop the foreign spirits | bat they come. 

As o'er a brook, to see &ir Portia* 

One of these three containa hesr heavenly pi0tftm# 

Is't like, that lead contains her ? Twete dainnation^ 

To think so base a thought ; it were too gross 

To rib* Jhier cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall X think, in silver she's immur'd, 

! Enclose* 
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Beii% ten times ondervaliied to try'd gdd ? 

O f infbl thought ! Never so rich a gem 

Was set in worse than gold. Hiey have in Eng^ndl 

A coin^ that heartf the figure of an angel 

Stamped in gold; but that's inscnlp^d^ upon i 

But here an angel in a golden bed 

Lies all within.*— Deliver me the kqr; 

Here do I choose^ and thrive I as I may ! 

For. There^ take it^ prince^ and if my fonn lit 
there. 
Then I am.jours. \He unlocks the golden casket^ 

Mor. O hell! what have we here? 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
Theie is a written scroll > I'll read the writing. 
All that glisters is not gold. 
Often have you heard that told: 
Many a man his life hath sold. 
Bid my outside to behold: 
Gilded tombs do worms infold. 
Had you been as wise as Md, 
Young in limbs, in judgment old. 
Your amtuer had not been inscroVd: 
Tare you well; your suit is cold. 
Cold, indeed; and labour lost : 
Then, farewell, heat; and, welcome, frost.—* 
Portia, adieu ! I h^ve too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. {Exit^ 
Tor. A gentle riddance :— Draw the curtainSj 

go; 

Let all of his complexion choose me so. [Exeuast^ 

5 Engraven. 
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SCENE vm. 

Venice. A Street. 

Enter Salarino and Salanio. 

Salar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail^ 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 
And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Satan, The villain Jew with outcries rais'd ths 
dukes 
Who went with him to search Bassanio's ship. 

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under fioil; 
But there the duke was given to understand. 
That in a gondola were seen together > 

Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica : , 

Besides, Antonio certify'd the duke. 
They we^e not with Bassanio in his ship. 

Salatt. I never heard a passion so confused, ^ 
So strange, outrageous, and so variable. 
As the dog Jew did ^tter in the streets : 
My daughter /-i-0 my ducats l^^-O my daughter ! 
Fled with a Christian f<— my christian ducats /— » 
Justice ! the law ! my ducais^ and my daughter I 
A sealed hag, two sealed bags qf ducats. 
Of double duccUs, stoVnfrom me by my daugltter I ' 
Anfi jewels; two stones, two rich t^nd precious stones, 
StoVn by my daughter I^^ustice/ find the girl ! 
She hath the stones upofi her, and the ducats ! 

Salar, Why, all the boys in Venice follow him. 
Crying,— 4iis stone?, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Salan, Let good Antonio look he keep his ^j. 
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Or he shqll pay for this. ^ 

Salar. Marry, well remember'd : 

I reason'd' with a Frenchman yesterday; 
Who told me, — in the narrow seas, that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country, richly fraught : 
I thought upon Antonio, when he told me j 
And wished in silence, that it were not his* 

Salan. You were best to tell Antonio what joa 
"* hear 5 

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Salar » A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 
I saw Bassanio and Antomo part : 
Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return; he answerr'd — Do not io. 
Slubber not* business for my sake, Bassanio, 
But stay the very riping of the time ; 
And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me. 
Let itjwt enter in your mind (^love: 
Be merry ; and employ your chiefest thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair ostenfs^ qf love 
As shall conveniently become you there : 
And even there, his eye being big unth tears. 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him. 
And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio's hand, and so they parted. 
•^ Salon, I think, he only loves the world for him, 
I pray, thee, let us go, and find him out. 
And quicken his embraced heaviness^ 

* Conversed. 

^ To slubber is to do a thing carelessly. 3 Shows, tokens • 

4 The heaviness he is fond of. 
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« With some delight ox otben 

Salar» Do we 80» [ExamK 

» 

SCENE IX. 
Belmont. A Room in Portia's House. 

EAter Nerissa, tdtk a Scroant. 

Ner, Qx&c% quick, I pray thee, draw the curtail! 
straight f 
The prince of Arragon hath ta'en |iis oath. 
And comes to his election presently. 

Flourish of Comets, Enter the Prince of ArragoB> 
' Portia, and their Trains, 

Eor, Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince; 
If you choose ti^t wherein I am contained. 
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemnized; 
But if you fail> without more speech, my lord. 
You must be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar, I am enjom*d by oath to observe three things 1 
Firstj never to unfold to any one 
Which qasket 'twas I chose j next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my mb 
To woo a maid in way pf marriage; lastly, " 
If I do fail in fortiwe of my choice, 
Ifumediately tQ leave you and be gone. 

For, To these injunctions eveiy one doth swear. 
That: comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Avn And so have I addressed ^ me : Fortune now 

s Prepared. 
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To my heart's hope ! — Grold^ silver^ and base lead. 
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath: 
You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 
What says the golden chest ? ha! let me see :— 
Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men desire, 
What many men desire. — That many may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show. 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach 5 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like ths martletj 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall. 
Even in the force^ and road of casualty. 
I will not choose what many men desire^ 
Because I will not jump ^ with conunon spirits. 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 
Why, then to thee, tbou silver treasure-house j 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 
Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves; 
And well said too : For who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit ! Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 
O, that estates, degrees, and offices. 
Were not deriv'd corruptly! and that clear honour 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 
How n^i^ be commanded, that conmiand ? 
How much low peasantry would then be glean*d 
From the true seed of honour ? and how much honour 
Pick*d from the chaff and ruin of the times. 
To be new varnish*d \ Well, but to my choice : 
Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves ; 

« Fower. 7 A|;Teewith* 
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I will assume desert;-— Give me a key for this. 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

Par. Too long a pause for that which you find 

there. 
Ar, What*s here ? the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule ? I will read it. 
How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 
How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings? 
Who choostth me, shall hcBoe as much as he desaijes^ 
Did I deserve no more than a fooFs head ? 
Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better? 

Por. To ofiend, and judge, are distinct offices. 
And of opposed natures. 

Ar* What is here? 

Thejire seven times tried this; 

Seven times tried that judgment isp 

That did never choose amiss: 

Some there be, that shadows kiss ; 

Such halve but a shadow^s bliss : 

There befools aHve, I wis,^ 

Silver* d o'er ; and so was this. 

Take what wife you will to bed, 

I will ever be your head : 

So begone, sir, you are spedi 

Still more fool I shall appear 

By the time I linger here : 

With one fool's head I came to woo. 

But I go away with two.— 

Sweet, adieu ! 1*11 keep my oath. 

Patiently to bear my wroth, 

[Exeunt Arragon, and Train. 

* Know« 
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For. Thus hath the candle sing'd the moth* 
O these deliberate fools ! when they do choose. 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose* 

Ner. The ancient saymg is no heroiiy 5— • 
Jlanging and wiring goes by destiny. 

For. CoDie, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 

Enter a Servant* 

Sere, Where is my lady ? 

For, Here 5 what would my lofd ? 

Serv. Madam> there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify the approaching of his lord : 
From whom he bringeth sensible regreets j^ 
To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath, 
Gifls of rich value ; yet I have not seen 
So likely an embassador of love : 
A day in April never came so sweet. 
To show how costly summ(» was at hand. 
As this fore-spuner comes before his lord. 

For. No more, I pray thee 5 I am half afeard. 
Thou wilt say Baaaa^ he is some kin to thee,^ 
Thou spend'st such high-day wit in praising him.-— 
Come, come, Nerissa; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid's pott, that comes so mannerly. 

Ner. Bassanio, lord love, if thy will it b^ ! 

[Exeunt* 

9 Salutationst 
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ACT m. 

SCENE I. Venice. A Street. 

Enter Salakiq and Salarino. 

Solan. Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Salar, Why, yet it lives there unchecked, that 
Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wreck'd on the 
narrow seasj the Goodwins^ I think they call the 
place 3 a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where the 
carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, 
if my gossip report be an honest woman of her woid* 

Salan» I would she were as lying a gossip in tha^ 
as ever knapp'd ^nger, or rnade her neighbours be* 
lieve she wept for the death of a third husband: 
But it is true,— without any slips of proHxity, or 
crossing the plain high-way of talk, — that the good 
Antonio, the honest Antonio,— «—0 that I had 9l 
title good enou^ to keep his name company !— • 

Salar, Come, the full stop. 

Salan, Ha,— what say'st thou?— Why the end is, 
he hath lost a ship. 

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his losses! 

Salan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil 
cross my prayer ^ £br here he comes in the likeness 
of a Jew,— 

Enter Shy lock. 

How now, Shylock? what news among the mer- 
chants ? 

Shy. Tou knew, none so weO, none so well » 
you, of my daughter's flight 
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Solar: That's certain 5 I, for my part, knew thtf 
tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 

Solan, And Shylock, for bis own part, knew the 
bird was fledg'd ; and then it is the complexion of 
them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn*d for it. 

Solar. That's certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

Solan. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at these 
years? 

Shy, I say, niy daughter is my flesh and blood. 

Solar. There is more diflerence between thy flesll 
and hers, than between jet and ivory; more between 
your bloods, than there is between red wine and 
rhenish :-— But tell us, do you hear whether AntoniO 
have had any loss at sea or no ? 

Shy. There I have another bad match: a bankrupt, 
a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on the 
Hialto ;— a b^gar, that used to come so smug upon 
the mart 5 — ^let him look to his bond r he was wont 
to call me usurer ;•— let him look to his bond : he was 
wont to lend money for a Christian courtesy ; — ^let 
him look to his bond. 

Solar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, fhbu wilt not 
take his flesh ; What's that good for ? 

Shy, To bait flsh withal: if it will feed nothing 
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced 
me, and hindered me of half a million; laughed at 
jny losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my naticxi^ 
thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated 
mine enemies; and what*s his reason? I am a Jew: 
Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands^ organs 
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dimensions^ senses^ affections^ passions ? fed with the 
same food, hurt with the same weapons, sub^t to 
the same diseases, healed by th^ same means, warmed 
and cooled by the same winter and summer/ as. a 
Christian is? if you prick us, do not we Ueed? if 
you tickle us, do we not iangh ? if you poison usj 
do we not die ? and if you wrong us, shajl w^ not 
revenge? if we are like you in the x^, we will re* 
semble you in thai. If a Jew wrong a Christian, 
what is his humilil^ f revenge ^ If a Christian wrong 
a Jew, what should his sufileranoe be by Christian 
exaoqde! why, veveoge. The villainy, you. teach 
me, I will execute; and it shall go hard, but I will 
better the instructioo* 

^ - 

Enter a Servant. 

Strv. Gendemen, my master Antooio is nt his 
house, and desires to speak with you both. 
JSkUar, We have been 19 and down to seek him. 

Enter Tubal. 

r 

Salon. Here oomes another of the tribe ; a t|urd 
cannot be matched, unless the devil himsdf turn Jew. 

[Exeunt Salabt. Salar. and Servant* 

Shf. How now. Tubal, wbat news from Genoa? 
hast thou found my daughter ? 

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 

Skjf. Why there, theoe, there, there! a diamond 
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort! 
The curse never fell upon our nation till now; I 

VOL. III. £ 
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never Mt it till now :-^two thoosand dacats in that; 
and other precious> piecioas jewels.— I would) my 
daughter were dead at my foot^ and the jeweU in 
her ear ! 'woold she were hears*d at my foot^ and 
the ducats in her coffin! No news of them ?— -Why^ 
so :— and I know not what's spent in the search : 
Why, thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so 
much, and so much to find the thief ^ and no satis<* 
faction, no revenge: nor .no ill luck stirring, hat 
what lights o' my should^vj no »ighs, but o* ta^ 
breadiii^ ; tio tears^ but o* my shedding. 

Tub. Yes> other men have iU luck too; Antonio^ • 
•8 1 heaid in Genoa,-^ 

Sky. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tub. -*hath an argosy cast away, coming from 
Tdpolis. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God :-*b it tfue ? is it 
true? 

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that escaped 
the vtnreck. 

Sky. I thank thee, good Tubals — Good news, 
good newst ha ! ha !— -Where ? in Genoa ? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa> as I heard^- 
•ne night, fourscore ducats. 

Sky. Thou stick'st a dagger in me ;■■ ■■ I shall 
never see my gold again: Fourscore ducats at a 
iitting! fourscore ducats ! 

Tub.. There came divers of Antonio's creditors ia 
my company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose 
but iMreak, 

Sky^ I am very glad of it: TU plague him; VH 
torture him ; I am glad of it. 
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Tub^ One of them showed me a ring/ that he had 
of your daughter for a monkey* 

Shy, Out upon her! Thou totturest m6i Tuhal: 
it was my turquoise $^ I had it of L^ah^ when I was 
a bachelor : I would not have given it for a wilder* 
nesa of monkies. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone* 

Shif. Nay^ that's true^ that's very true: Cio^ TiibaJ, 
fee me an officer^ bespeak him a fortnight before s I 
will have the heart of him> if he forfeit^ for were he 
out of Venice^ I c!an make what merchandixel Will ; 
Go, gO/ Tubali and meet, me at our synagogue; go^ 
good Tubal j at our synagogue; Tubals [Exemt* 

S6ENE 1L , 

Belmont. A Room m Portia's Hcms^^ 

»• 

Enter Bassanio^ Portia^ Gratiako^ Nbrissa^ 
and Attendants, The caskets are set otU^ 

For. I pray you, tarry j pause a day or two^ 
Before you hazard; for, in choosing wrong, 
I Ibse your company ; therefore, forbear a while : 
There's something tells me, (but it is not love,) 
I would not lose you; and you know yourself^ 
Hate counsels not in such a quality : 
But lest you should not understand me well, 
(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,) 
I would detain you here some month or two. 
Before you venture for me. I could teach yoUj 

* A precious stone. 
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How to choose rights but then I am forsworn }. 
So will I never be : so may you onss me; 
But if you do^ you'll make me wish a sin^ 
That I bad been forsworn. Besbrew your eyes> 
They hare o*er-look*d me> and divided me ; 
One half of me is yours, the other half yours,—— 
Mine own, I would say j but if mine^ then yours. 
And so all yours : O ! these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights ; 
And so, though yours, not yours.— Prove it so> 
Let fortune go to hell for it,— not L 
I speak too long $ but 'tis to peize* the time; 
To eke it, and to draw it out in length. 
To stay you from election. 

Bass. Let me choose ; 

For, as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Por^ Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then conftss 
What treason there is mingled with your love. " 

Bass. None, but th^t ugly treason of mistrust,. 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amity and life 
Tween snow and &re, as treason and my love. 

Par. Ay, but, I fear> you speak upon the rack. 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 
JBass. Promise me life, and I'll confess the truth. 
Por. Well then, confess, and live. 
Bass. Confess, and lore. 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers £ar deliverance ! 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

^ Dtlay. 
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Pon Away then: I am lock*d in one of thenii . 
If you do love niQ, you will find me out.— 
Nerissa^ and the rest, stand all aloof.— 
Let musick sound, while he doth make his choice $ 
Then^ if he lose, he makes a swan-like end. 
Fading in musick : that the comparison 
May stand more j»n>per, my €fe shall be the stream^ 
And wat'ry death-bed for him : He may win 5 
And what is musick then ? then musick is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is. 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day. 
That cre^ into the dreaming brid^oom*s ear. 
And simunon him to marriage. Now he goes. 
With no less presence,' but with much more love. 
Than young Alcides, when be did redeem 
The virgin tribute piud by howling Troy 
To dfte sea*»monster : I stand for sacrifice^ 
The rest aloof are the Daxdanian wives. 
With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the esplott. Gko, Hercules ! 
Live thou, I live:-— With much much more dismay 
I view the fight;» than thou that mak'st the fiay. 

Musick, wkikt Bassavio commmts en tkc caskets 

to himself^ 

SONG. 

1, TtUfntftohtrtisfimcy^bred, 
Or in the hearty or in the head f 
Hew begctf horn nourished? 

3 Dignity of misii. * ^Lovc 
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Reply, 2* It is engendered in the eyes. 

With gazing fed; dnd fancy die$ 

In the cradle where it lies : 
Let us all ring fancy's knell; 

ril begin it, ■ D ing dong, belL 
All. Ding, dong, bell, 
£a««.-— So may the outward shows be least tbmn* 

selves 5 
The world is still deceived with ornament. 
In law^ what plea so tainted and corrupt^ 
But^ being seasoned with a gracious^ voicej 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion^ 
Wha( danmed error^ but some sober brow 
Will bless it^ ^d approve it with a text> 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 
There is no vice so simple^ but assumes 
Some mark of virtue -on his outward parts. 
How many cowards^ whose hearts are all as false 
As stairs of sand» wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules^ and frowning Mars; 
Who^ inward search'd^ have livers white as milk} 
^d these assume but valour's excrement^ 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty^ 
And you shall see *tis. purchased by the weight | 
Which therein works a mirade in patvire-^ 
Making them lightest that wear most of it : 
So are those crisped ^ snaky golden locks^ 
Which make such wanton gambols with the wind^ 
Upon suppqsed fairness^ ofbn known 
To be the dowry of a second head> 
^e scull that bred them^ in the sepulchre. 

5 ^liuuDg favour. ^ ^ufl>d« 
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Thus ornament is but the gulled 7 shore 

To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ^ in a word> 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 

To entrap the wisest. Hierefore^ thou gaudy gold^ 

Hard food for Midas^ I will none of thee : 

Nor none of thee^ thou pale and conmion drudge 

*Tween man and man : but thou^ thou meager lead^ 

Which rather threat'nest^ than dost promise aught^ 

Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence^ 

And here choosel; Joy be the consequence ! 

For, How all the other passions fleet to air^ 
As doubtful thoughts^ and rash-embrac*d despair^ 
And shudd*ring fear and green-ey^d jealousy, 
O loye^ be moderate^ allay thy ecstasy^ 
In measure rain thy joy^ scant this ej^oessi 
J feel too much thy blessings make it less^ 
For fear J surfeit! 

Bass. What find I here I 

[Opening the leaden casJcth 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ?^ What demi-god* 
Hath come so near creation } Move these eyea ? * 
Or whether^ riding on the balls of mine^ 
Seem they in motion ? Here are sever'd lips, 
Pairted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends : Here in her hairi 
The painter plays the spider $ and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men. 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs t But her eyes,-— 
How could he see to do them ? havii^ made one> 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his> 

Y Trctcheious. * Llkeoewi portraU. 
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And leave its^ anfurnish'd : Yet look> how fiur 
The substance of my pr^se doth wrong thia ahadow- 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp bdiind the sdb8taniDe.-«Here*s tba scxoO^ 
The continent and smnmary of mj fortune. 

You that choose not by the view, ^ 

Chance as fair, and choose as true! 

Since this fortune faUs to you. 

Be content and seek no new, 

ffyou be wdl pleased xoith this. 

And hold your fortwie for your bliss. 

Turn you xt^here your lady is. 

And ckdm her with a lacing kiss. 
A gende scroll ;—*Fair ladj^ bj your leave; 

I come by note> to give^ and to recdive. 
Like one of two contending in a prize^ 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyeij 
Hearing applause, and universal shout, 
Griddy in sjnrit, still gazing^ in a doubt 
Whether those peab of praise be bis or no ; 
So, thrice 6ur lady, stand J, even so ; 
As doubtful whether what I see be true. 
Until confinxi*d, sign'd, ratified by 3rou. 

Por. You see me, lord Bassanio, where I standL 
Such as ram : though, for my self alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my wish. 
To wsh myself much better } yet, for yon, 
I would be trilled twenty times myself; 
A thousand times more fm, ten thousand timea 
More rich f 
That only to stand high on your account. 
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I mi^ in virtues^ beauties^ livings^ friends^ 
Exbeed aocouot : bat the fiill ram of me 
Is sum of something ; which^ to term in gro8B> 
Is an unlesson'd girl, unschoord> unpractised; 
Happy in this« she is not yet so <dd 
But she may learn $ «nd happier than thi«. 
She is not bied so dull but she can learn i 
Happiest of aU^ is> ^at her gentle spirit 
Conmiits itself to yours to be directed. 
As from her lord» her governor^ her kii^^ 
Mysdf^ mid what is mine, to you, and yours 
Js now converted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants^ 
Queen o*er myself; and er^i now, but now. 
This house, these servants, and this same mjrsdf^ 
Ai^ yours, my lord $ I give them with thb ring j 
Which when you part from, lose, cmt give away, 
liCt it presto the ruin of your love. 
And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words. 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins x 
And there is such confusion in my powers, 
As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear * ' 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude j 
Where every something, being blent^ together. 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 
Expressed, and not expressed : But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence; 
O, then be bold to say, Bassanio*s dead, 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 

9 Blended. 
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That have stood by, and seen our withes prosper. 
To cry, good joy 5 Good joy, my lord, and lady! 

Gra, My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady, 
I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 
For, I am sure, you can wish none from me : 
And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you. 
Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass, With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife. 

Gra. I thank your lordships you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours t 
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid| 
You lov'd, I lov'd 5 for intermission ■ 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you« 
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there j 
And so did mine too, as the matter falls : 
For wooing here, until I sweat again ; 
And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
With, oaths of love ; at last,— if promise last,--* 
I got ft promise of this fair one here. 
To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Achieved her mistress. 

Par, Is this true, Nerissa ? 

Ner, Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withaL 

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good £uth? 

Gra. Yes, 'faith, my lord. 

Bass, Our feast shall be much honour*d in your 
marriage. 

Gra. We'll play with them, the first boy for ft 
thousand ducats. 

Ner.- What, and stake down ? 
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Gra, No; we shall ne'er win at that sporty and 
stake down. 
But who comes here ? Lorenzo^ and his infidel } 
What, my old Venetian friend, Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenzo^ Jessica, and Salerio. 

Bass, Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither 5 
If that the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid you welcome :— By your leave, . 
I bid my vefy friends and countrymen. 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Por. So do I, my lord ^ 

They are entirely welcome. 

Lor. I thank your honour:— »For my part, my lord^ 
My purpose was not to have seen you here 5 
But meeting with Salerio by the way. 
He did entreat me, past all saying nay. 
To come with him along. 

Sale. I did, my lord. 

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio 
Gpnunends him to you. * [Giles Bassanioa letter* 

Bass. Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sale. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind^ 
'Kor wel}, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

"Gra. Nerissai cheer yon' stranger; bid her- wel- 
come. 
Your hand, Salerio; What's the news from Venice > 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 
I know, he will be glad of our success ; 
We are the Jasons, we hav^ won the fleece. 
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Sale. 'Would 70a had won the fleece that be bath 
lost! 

Par. There are some shrewd oontents in yon* same 
paper. 
That steal the colour from Bassanio^s cheek : 
Some dear frieiid dead ', else nothing in the world 
Conld turn so much the constitotion 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse >— « 
With leave, fiassanio } I am half yourself. 
And I must iieely have the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you* 

Bass. O sweet Portia^ 

Here are a few of the unpleasant'st words. 
That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady. 
When I did first impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins> I was a gentleman; 
And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady. 
Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart : When I told yoa 
My state was nothing, I shopld then have told yoa 
That I was worse than nothing 5 for, indeed, 
I have engaged myself to a dear friend, 
Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy. 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady j 
The paper as the body of my friend, 1. 
And every word in it a gaping wound. 
Issuing life-blood. — ^But is it true, Salerio ? x 
Have all his ventures fail*d ? What, not one hit ^ 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and, India? 
And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful touch 
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Of merchant-marring rocks ? 

Sale. Notone^ my lord. 

Besides^ it should appear^ that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew^ 
He would not take it : Never did I know 
A creature^ that did bear the shape of man^ 
So keen and greedy to confound a man : 
He plies the duke at mornings and at night; 
And doth impeach the freedom of the state> 
If they deny him justice : twenty merchants. 
The duke himself, and the magnificoes * 
Of grttitest port, have all persuaded with him ; 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 
Jes. When I was with him, I have heard him 
6wear, 
To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen. 
That he would rather have Antonio's flesh. 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
»That he did owe him: and I know, my lord. 
If law, authority, and power deny not. 
It will go hard with poor Antonio. 

For, Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble ? 
Bass, The dearest frigid to me, the kindest man. 
The best conditbn'd and unwearied spirit 
In doing courtesies *, and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears. 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 
For, What sum owes he the Jew ? 
Bass. For me, three thousand ducats. 
For. What, no more I 

* Th« chief men. 
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Pay him six thousand^ and deface the bond ^ 
Double six thousand^ and then treble that^ 
Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault. 
Firsts go with me to churchy and call me wife : 
And then ^way to Venice to your friend j 
For never shall you lie by Portia's side 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gcUd 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over ; 
When it is paid^ bring your true friend along ; 
My maid Nerissa, and myself^ mean time^ 
Will live as maids and widows. Come^ away ; 
For you shall hence upon your wedding-day : 
Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer }' 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear.— 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass. [Reads.] Sweet Bassanio, my ships kaoc off 
miscanied, my creditors grow cruel, my estate is venf 
low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit; and since, tn^pof* 
ing it, it is impossible I should live, all debts are clear^ 
ed between you and I, if I might but see you at imf 
death > notwithstanding, use your pleasure: jf ymar 
love do not persuade you to come, let not my letter. 

For,. O love, despatch all business, and be gone. 

Bass, Since I have your good leave to go away, 
I will make haste : but, till I come again. 
No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay. 

No rest be interposer 'twixt us twain. \Exeii»i, 

3 Face. 
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SCENE III. 
Venice. A Street, 

Enter Shylock^ Salanio^ Aktokio^ andGzxAer, 

Shy. Gaoler^ look to him;-— Tell not noe of 
mercy i—— 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis >-*« 
Gaoler^ look to him. 

Ant, Hear me yet^ good Shylock. 

Shy. I'll have my bond; speak not against my 
bond i 
I have sworn an oath^ that I will have my bond : 
Thou call'dst me dog, b^ore thou had*st a cause a 
But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs : 
The duke shall grant me justice. — I do wonder^ 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond "* 
To come abroad with him at his request. 

Ant, I pray thee, hear me spc^k. 

Shy* I'll have my bond; I will hot hear thee speak : 
ril have my bond ; and there£[>re speak no more. 
1*11 not be made a soft and duU-ey'd fool. 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To christian intercessors. Follow not ; 
ri^ hav^ no speaking ; I will have my bond. 

lExit Shylock« 

Salan. It is the most impenetrable cur. 
That ever kept >yith men. 

4nt. Let him alone ; 

I'll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 

4 FoolisI*. 
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He seeks my life ; his reason well I know ; 
I oft delivered from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Salan, . I am sure^ the duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

j4nt. The duke cannot deny the course of laWf 
For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied. 
Will much impeach the justice of the state; 
Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go : 
These griefs and losses have so 'bated me^ 
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor. ■ 
WeU^ gaoler, on : — Pray God, Bassanio come 
To see me pay his debt^ and then I care not ! 

[Exetmt. 

SCENE IV. 

Belmont. A Room in Portia's Hmise» 

Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jssbica, and 

Balthazar. 

Lor, Madam, although I speak it in your pveseneei 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity j which appears most stronglj 
* In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 
But, if you knew to whom you show this honour. 
How tnie a gentleman you send relief. 
How dear a lover of my lord your husband. 



^ • 
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I know^ you would be pix)uder of the work« 
Than customaiy bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good. 
Nor shall not now : for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together. 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love. 
There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit; 
Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 
Being the bosom lover of my. lord. 
Must needs be like my lord : If it be so. 
How little is the cost I have bestow'd. 
In purchasing the semblance, of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty ? 
This comes too near the praising of myddf-, 
Therefore, no more of it : hear other thing9."-« . 
, Lorenzo, I commit into your hands ^ 

The husbandry and manage of my house. 
Until my lord's return : for mine own part, 
I have toward heaven breath*d a secret vow. 
To live in prayer and contemplation. 
Only attended by Nerissa here. 
Until her husband and my lord's return : 
There is a monastery two miles off. 
And there we will abide. I do desire you, 
l^ot to deny this imposition ; 
The which my love> and some necessity. 
Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart; 

t shall obey you in all fair commands. 

Por. My people do already know my mind, 

VOL. Ill, F . 
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And will acknowledge you and Jessica 

In plaice of lord Bassanio and myself. 

So fare you well^ till we shall meet again. 

Lor, Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on 
you. 

Jes. I wish your ladjrship all heart's content. 

For, I thank you for your wish, and am weB 
pleas'd 
To wish It back on you: fare jrou well, Jessica.»«- 

[Extunt Jessica and Lo&ekzo. 
Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest, true. 
So let me find thee still : Take this same letter. 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man. 
In speed to Padua 5 see thou render this 
Into my cousin's hand, doctor BeUario^ 
And, look, what notes and garments he doth ^re 

thee. 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagined speed 
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice :— waste no time in wor^. 
But get thee gone 5 I shall be there before thee. 

Balth, Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

[ExU,. 

For. Come on, Nerissa ; I have work in hand. 
That you yet know not of: well see our husbands^ 
Before they dunk of us. 

Ner. Shall they see us ? 

IV. They shall, Nerissa; but in such a habit. 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With ^at we lack. 1*11 h(W diee any wi^er. 
When we are both accouler*d like young iiiei;^ 
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I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two. 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 

And speak, between the change of man and boy. 

With a reed voice 5 and turn two mincing stepf 

Into a manly stride ) and speak of frays. 

Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaiut lie8> 

How honourable ladies sought my love. 

Which I denying, they fell sick and died | 

i could not do with all >-— then 1*11 repent. 

And wish, for all that, that 1 had not kill'd them : 

And twenty of these puny lies I'H tell, 

tThat men shall swear, I have discontinued school 

Above a twelvemonth :— -I have wiibin my mind 

A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacki|» 

Which I will practise. 

Ner, Why, shall we, turn to men? 

For. Fye ! what a question's that. 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ? 
But come. 111 tell thee all my whole device. 
When I am in my coach, which stays for ua 
At the park gate > and therefore haite awajr. 
For we must measure twenty miles to-day. [Excmt, 

SCENE V. 
The same. 4 Garden. 

Enter Launcex^ot and j£S9ICA. 

Lmn. Yes, truly :-*«-fori look you> the sins of the 
father are to be laid upon the children \ therefore, I 
promiae you, I fear you. I was always plain with 
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yoxx, and so now I speak my agitation of the matter : 
Therefore, be of good cheer j for, truly, I think, you 
are 4simn*d. There is but one hope, in it that can do 
3rou any good; and that is but a kind of bastard hope 
neither. 

Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 
' Laim. Marry, you may partly hope that your father 
got you not, that you are not the Jew's daughter. 

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed} so 
the sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Lam, Trtily then I fear you are damn*d both by 
father and mother : thus when I shun Scylla, your 
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother : well^ you 
are gone both ways. 

Jes, I shall be saved by my husband; he hath 
made me a Christian. 

Laun, Truly, the more to blame he: we were 
Christians enough before; e*en as many as c^uld 
well live, one by another: This making of Christians 
will raise the price of hogs ; if we grow all to be 
pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a rasher on the 
coals for money. \ 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Jes. VW tell my husband, Launcelot, what you 
say ; here he comes. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launcelot, 
if you thus get my wife into comers. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Launce- 
lot and I are out : he tells me flatly, there is no merqr 
for me in heaven, because I am a Jew*s daii|^ter: 
;and he says, you are no good member of the com* 
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monwealth; for, in converting Jews to Cliristians^ 
you raise the price of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the common- 
wealth, than you can the getting up of the' negro's 
belly: the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot. 

Laun, It is much, that the Moor should be more 
than reason ; but if she be less than an honest wo- 
man, she is, indeed, more than Ltook her for. 

Lor, How every fool can play upon the word ! I 
think, the best grace of wit will shortly turn into 
silence 3 and discourse grow commendable in none 
only but parrots. — Gro in, sirrah 3 bid them prepare 
for dinner. 

Latm, That is done, sir 3 they have all stomachs* 
Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you! 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Loim, That is done too, sir, 3 only, cover is th6 
word. ' 
Lor. Will you cover then, sit ? 
Lavn, Not so, sir, neither ; I know my duty. 
Lor, Yet more quarrelling with occasion! 'Wilt 
thou shQw the whole wealth of thy wit in an in* 
stant? I pray thee, understand a plain man in his 
plain meaning: go to thy fellows 3 bid them cover 
the table, serve in the meat, and we will come in to 
dinner. 

J/mHf 'For the table, sir, it ^hall be served in; 
for the meat, sir, it shall be covered 3 for your coming 
in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and con- 
ceits shall govern. [Exit La u n celot. 
Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are suited ! 
The fool bath planted in his memory 
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An army of good words ; And I do know 
A many foob^ that stand in better plaoe^ 
Garnish*d like him^ that for a tricksy word 
De^ the matter. How cheer'st^thou> Jessica ? 
And now^ good sweety say thy opinion^ 
How dost thou like the lord Bassanio*s wife ? 

Jes, Past all expressing : It is very meet^ 
The lord Bassanio live an upright life ; 
For^ having such a blessing in his lady^ 
He finds the joys c^ heaven here on earth; 
And> if on earth he do not mean it^ it 
Is reason he should never come to heaven. 
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly matdi; 
And pn the wager lay two earthly women. 
And Portia one, there must be something else 
Pawn'd with the other 5 for the poor rude wori4 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor, Even such a husband 

Hast thou of me, as she is for "a wife. 

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon 5 first, let us go to dinner* 

Jes. Nay, let me praise you, while I have # 
stomach. 

Lor, N6, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk $ 
Then, howsoe'er thou speak'st, 'mong othef things 
I shall digest it. 

JcSf Well, ril set you forth. [iSww^ 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE L Venice. A Court qf Justice, 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes; Aktokio, Bas- 
SAXiOj GaATiANO, Salarino^ Saianio^ and 
others. 

Duke, Whatj is Antonio bene ? 

Ant. Ready, 00 please your grace. 

Duke. I am sorry for thee 3 thou art conoe to 
answer 
A stony adversaiy> an inhuman wretch 
UncapaUe of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant. I have beard. 

Your grace hath ta*en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course 5 but since be stands <>bdunite. 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy*s^ jreacb, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury i and am arm*d 
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit^ 
The v^ry tyranny and rage of his. 

Duke, 60 one, and call the Jew into the court 

Salan. He*s ready at the door : he comis, my lord» 

Enter Shtlock. 

Duke, Make room, and let him stand befiore our 
face.*-* 
Shylock^ the world thinks, and I think so too. 
That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice 

s Hatjredy lapdiop. .^ 
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To the last hotir of act; and then^ 'tis thought, 

Thoult show thy mercy, and remorse,^ more strange 

Than is thy strange apparent^ cruelty : 

And where* thou now exact'st the penalty, 

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh,) 

Thou wilt nptpnly lose the forfeiture. 

But touch'd with human gentleness and love^ 

Forgive a moiety of the principal j 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses. 

That have of late so huddled on his back i 

Enough to press a royal merchant down. 

And pluck comnuseration of his state 

From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint. 

From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train'd 

m 

To offices of tender courtesy. 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy, I have possess*d your grace of what I purpose; 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn. 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : ^ 

If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that : 
But, say, it Is my humour ^9 is it answered ? 
What if my house be troubled with a rat. 
And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it baned? What, are you answer'd yet } 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 
Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat ; 

• Pity. 7 Seeming. « Whereas, 

9 BiXtkuUi fancy. 
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And others^ when the bag-pipe sings i* the note, . 

Cannot contain their urine ; For affection,' 

Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood 

Of what it likes, or loaths: Now, for yonr answer: 

As there is no firm reason to be render'd. 

Why he cannot abide a gaping ^ pig $ 

Why he, a harmless nepessary cat; 

Why he, a swollen bag-pipe; but of force 

Must yield to such inevitable shame. 

As to offend, himself being ofiended ; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not. 

More than a lodged hate, and a certain loathing, 

I bear Antonio, that I follow thus , 

A losing suit against him. Are you answered ? 

Bass, This is no answer, thou unfeeling man. 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with mj 
answer. 

Bass, Do all men kill the things they do not love ? 

Shy, Hates any man the thing he would not kill > . 

Bass, Every offence is not ia hate at first. 

Sky, What, would*st thou have a serpent stiog 
thee twice ? 

Jint. I pray you, think you question^ with the 
Jew: 
You may as well go stand upon the beach. 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 
You may as well use question with the wolf. 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no nois^, 

* Prejudice. * Crying, 3 ConveiWi 
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When they are fretted with the gusts of heayeoi 

You may as well do any thing most hard. 

As seek to soften that (than which whafs harder?) 

His Jewish heart : — ^Therefore, I do beseech you. 

Make no more offers, use no further means. 

But, with all brief and plain conveniency. 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass, For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 

Shy, If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat> 
I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 

Duke. How shalt thou hope for- mercy, rendering 
none? 

Shy* What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong? 
You have among you many a purchased slave. 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules. 
You use in abject and in slavish parts. 
Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you. 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be sea6on*d with such viands ? You will answer. 
The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you : 
The pound of flesh, which I demand of him. 
Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it : 
If you deny me, fye upon your law ! 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 
I stand for judgment : answer ; shall I have it? 

Ddlr. Upon my power, I may dismiss this coia^ 
Unless Bdlario, a kamed doctor. 
Whom I have sent for to deiennine this. 
Come here to^y. 
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Salar. My lord, here stays without' 

A messenger with letters from the doctor. 
New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters; Call themessengtf, 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio! What, man? coorago 
yet! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 
£re thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant, I am a tainted wether of the flock, 
Meetest for death ; the weakest Idnd of fruit 
props earliest to the ground, and so let me : 
You cannot better be employ'd, Bassanio, 
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawt/er^s clerk. 

Duke, Came you from Padua, frc»n Bellario ? 

JVer. From both my lord: Bellario greets yoof 
grace. [Vresents a letter. 

Bass, Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnesdy? 

Shy, To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there. 

Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew^ 
Thou mak'st thy knife keen : but no metal can, 
^o, not the hangman's ax, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy.' Can no prayers pierce thee ? 

Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to mak««. 

Gra. O, be thou d^rnn'd, inexorable dog ! 
And for thy life let justice be accused. 
Thou almost mak*st nje waver in my faiths 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Jnto liie trunks of men : thy currish spirit^ 

3 Malice* 
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Govem*d a woU> who> hang'd for human slaughter^ 
£ven from the gallows did his fell soul fleets 
And^ whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow*d dam^ 
Infu6*d itself in thee > for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous. 

Shy, Till thou can'st rail the seal from off my bond. 
Thou but offend'st thy lungs to speak so loud : 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin.— I stand here for law. 

Jhikt* This letter from Bellario doth conmiend 
A young and learned doctor to our court :— *> 
Where is he ? 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by, • 

To know your answer, whether you'll admit him. 

Jhike. Withall myheart:— some three or four of 3roa, 
Go giveiiim courfeous conduct to this place.— 
Mean time, the court shaU hear Bellario's letter. 

[Clerk Ttads^ Your grace shall understand^ that, 
ai the receipt qf your letter, I am very nek : but m 
the instant that your messenger came, in loving visita^ 
Hon was with me a young doctor qf Rome, his name it 
Balthasar : I acquainted him with the cause in contro^ 
versy between the Jew and Antonio the merchant : we 
turned &er many books together : he is furnished tcith 
my opinion; which, bettered with his own learning, (the 
greatness whereof I cannot enough commend,) comes 
with him, at my importunity, to Jill up your grace^s rC' 
quest in my stead. I beseech you, let his lack qf years 
be no impediment to let him lack a reverend estimation; 
for I never knew so young a body with so old a head, 
I leave him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial 
shall better publish his commendation. 
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Duke. You hear the leam*d Bellarioj what he 
writes : 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come.— 

Enter Portia> dressed like a doctor qf laws. 

Give me your hand : Came 3rou from old BeUario? 
For, I did, my lord. 

Dvke, You are welcome: take your place. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court ? 
' For, I am informed throughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew? 
Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 
For. Is your name Shylock ? 
Shy. Shylock is my name. 

For, Of a strange nature is the suit you follow i 
Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn ^ you, as you do proceed.-r 
You stand within his danger,^ do you not ? 

[To AiripoNio. 
j4nt. Ay, so he says. 

For. Do you confess the bond ? 

Ant. I do. 

For, Then must the Jew be ^merciful. 

Shy, On what compulsion must I ? tell me that. 
For, The quality of mercy is not strain'd; 
It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless*d ; 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes : 
'Tig mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown : 

^ Oppose. s Reach or control. 
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llis scepter shows the force of temporal power. 

The attribute to awe and majesty. 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; 

J5ut mercy is above this scepter*d sway. 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings. 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God's^ 

When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 

Though justice be thy plea, consider this,—* 

That, in the course of justice, none of us 

Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 

The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much. 

To mitigate the justice of thy plea; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 

Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there* 

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law> 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Por, Is he not able to discharge the money? 

Bass, Yes, here I tender it for him in the coiirt) 
Yea, twice the siim : if that will not suffice, . 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o*er. 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart i 
If this will not suffice, it must appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beseecti yoa> 
Wrest once the law to your authority : 
To do a great right, do a littk^ wrong ; 
And curb this cru^ devil of his will. 

Pon, It must not be; there is no power in Venios 
Can alter a decree established : 
Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the same example. 



I 
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Will rush into the state : it cannot be. 

Shy, A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Daniel !«- 
O wise young judge, how do I honour thee ! 

For, I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy, Here 'tis, most reirerend doctor, here it is. 

For. Shylock, there's thrice thy money ofier'd thee. 

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven : 
Shall I lay peijury upon my soul ? 
No, not for Venice. 

For. Why, this bond is forfeit | 

And lawfully by this the Jew toaj claim 
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant's heart : — Be merciful ; 
Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond^ 

S^» When it is paid according to the teiiour.-i» 
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge ; 
You know the law, your exposition 
Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law. 
Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar. 
Proceed to judgment : by my soul I swear. 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

Ant, Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

For, Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare 3rour bosom for his knife : 

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man ! 

For. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty. 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. Tis very true : O wise and upright judge! 
How much more ^der art thou than thy looks! 
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For, Therefore, lay bare your bosom. 

Shy. Ay, hU breast: 

So says the bond ', — ^Doth it not, noble judge ?— • 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

For, It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
The flesh. 

Shy. I have them ready. 

For. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on yoor 
charge. 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond ? 

For, It is not so expressed ; But what of that ? 
*Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Shyi I cannot find it ; *tis not in the bond. 

'For. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say ) 

Ant, But little; I am arm*d, and well prepar'd.-*- 
Give me your hand, Bassanio -, fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use. 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealthy 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow. 
An age oi poverty ) from which lingering penanec 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honourable wife : 
Tell her the process of Antonio*s end. 
Say, how I lov*d you, speak me fair in death j 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge. 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend. 
And he repents not that he pays your debt j 
For, if the Jew d6 cut but deep enough. 



Scene I. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 81 

i 

I'll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio^ I am married to a wife. 
Which is as dear to me as life itself 3 
But life itselfi my wife, and all the worlds' 
Are not with me este^m'd above thy life : 
I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

PoTi Your wife would give you little thanks for 
that. 
If she were by, to hear you tnake the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love ; 
I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew, 

Ner, Tis well you offer it behind her back | 
The wish would make else an unqiiiet house. 

Shi/, These be the christian husbands : I luKve a 
daughter ; 
'Would, any of the stock of Barrabas 
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian! 

iAsiic 
We trifle time 5 I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

Far. A pound of that same merchant's flesh if 
thine j 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Shi/, Most rightful judge ! 

Povi And you must cut thitf flesh froth off hii 
breast; 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shi/4 Most learned judge! — ^A sentence: come, 
prepare. 

Pofj Tarry a little;— there is something die.—* > 

VOL. III. G 
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This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood j 

The words expressly are> a pound of flesh : 

Take then thy bond> take thou thy pound of flesh} 

£ut^ in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 

One drop of Christian blood, thy lands 9nd goods 

Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 

Unto the state of Venice, 

Gra, O upright judge !— 'Mark, Jew j— O fearaeti 
judge! 

Shy. Is that the law ? 

Por. Thyself shalt see the act : 

For, as thou urgest justice, be as&ur'd, 
IThou shalt have justice, more than thou desir^st. 

Gt'a, O learned judge! — ^Mark, Jew;— a learned 
judge ! 

Sfy. I take this ofler then i-rP^X the bond thxice. 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass, Here is the mxmey. 

For. Scrft; 
Hie Jew shall have all justice} — soft! — ^no haste}—- 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

ChrtL O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 

Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood } nor cut thou less, nor noore. 
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak*st mcxre. 
Of less, than a just pound, — ^be it but so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance. 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple } nay, if the scale do tura 
But in the estimation of a hair,— 
Theu diest, and all thy goods are confiscat&. 

Gra. A secdnd Daniel, a Daniel, Jewl 
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Now> infidel^ I have thee on the hip. 

For, Why doth the Jew pause? take thy for* 
feiture. 

Shy. Cive me my principal^ and let me go« 

Ba9s. I have it ready for thee | here it is. 

For. He hath refused it inf the open court | 
He shall have merely justice^ and his bond, 

Gva, A Daniel^ still say I ^ a second Daniel!—-* 
I thank thee, Jewi for teaching me that word« 

Shj/. Shall I not have barely my fnincipal ? 

For. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture 
To be so taken at thy perils Jew, 

Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it ! 
1*U dtay no longer question* 

For. Tarry, Jew| 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice,— 
If it be prov*d. against an alleuj , 
That by direct, or indhect attempts^ 
He seek the life 6i any citizen. 
The party, 'gainst the which he doth contrive, 
Shall seize one half hit goodd i the other half 
Comes to the privy cofier of the state; 
And the offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice* 
In which predicameiat^ I aay,. thou stand'st: 
For it appears by madifeslf proceeding. 
That, indirectly, anc^ directly «tbo. 
Thou hast contriv'd against tfie very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou hast incixrc'd 
The dai^or formerly by me rehears -d, 

. i>2 
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DowD> therefore^ and beg mercy of the duke« 
Gra. Beg, that thou may*8t have leave to hang 
thyself: 

And yet> thy wealth being forfeit to the state. 

Thou hast pot left the value of a cord ; 

Theref€re> thou must be hang*d at the state's charge. 
Duke^ That thou shalt see the difierence of our 

8^ft> 

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it : , 
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio*s 5 / 

The other half comes to the general stale/ 
Which humbleness may drive unto a &ie. 

For, Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. * 

Shy^ Nay, take my life and aU, pardon not that: 
You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house 3 you take my life. 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Por, What mercy can yoa render him, Antonio? 

Gra, A halter gratis y nothing else y for God's sake. 

Ant, So please my lord the duke, and all the court. 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods y 
I am content, so he will let me have 
The other half in use,— to render it. 
Upon his death, unto the gentlematt 
That lately stole his daughter : 
Two thixigs provided more,-^That, for this favour. 
He presently become a Christian 3 . 
The other, that he do record a gift. 
Here in the court, of all he dies possessed. 
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Duke. He shall do this y or else I do recant 
The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 



DCOiAT" T" V2."P:C: 












MMitl 



\ 



%6 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act IV. 

I wish 70a weU> and so I take my leave. 

Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you further j 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 
JJot as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you. 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

For, You press me far, and therefore I will yield* 
Give me your gloyes, 1*11 wear them for your sake ; 
And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you :— » 
Do not draw back your hand ; 1*11 take no more j 
And you in loye shall not deny me this. 

Bass, This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifle; 
I will not shame myself to give you this. 

For. I will have nothing else but only thfs j 
And now, methinks, I have a mind to it. 

Bass, There's more depends on this, than on thi^ 
value. 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give youj 
And find it out by proclamation 5 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

For, I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 
You taught me first to begj and now, methinks. 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer*d. 

Bass, Good sir, this ring was given me by my wife j 
And, when she ppt it on, she made me vow. 
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. 

For. That *scuse serves man^ men to i^ave their 
gifts. 
An if your wife be npt a mad wpmaiib 
And know how w^U I have des^yv'd this ring. 
She would not hpjid out ^nemy for ever. 
For giving it to Hie. Welj, peac^ bq with you ! 
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Ant. My lord Bassanio^ let him have the ringl 
Let his deservings^ and my love withal^ 
Be valued *gainst your wife's commaodemetit* 

Bast. Go^ Gratiano^ run and overtake him^ 
6ive him the ring; and bring him^ if them can'sfj 
Unto Antonio's house:-— away^ make haste. 

lExU Gra7iak^# 
Come> yod and I will thither presently ) 
Jbid in the morning early will we both 
Sly toward Bdmont: Gome> Antonio^ lExetmt. 

SCENE II. • 
The same. A Street. 

■ 

'Enter Portia and Nerissa. 

For, Inquire the Jew's house out^ give him this 
deed^ 
And let him sign it ; we'll away to-nighli 
And be a day bef<»^ our husbands hemef s 
rhis deed wiH be weU v^elcome to Lolenzo, 

Enter Gratiano* 

Gra. Faur sir, you are well overtaken : 
Iffy lord tiassanio, upon more advice,^ 
EEath sent you here this ring ; aiid doth en^at 
four Company at dinner. 

For. That cannot be : 

rhis ring I do accept most thankfully, 
\ndso, I pray you, teUhittt: Furthermdr©, 
[ pray yon> ^ow my 3routh <M Shylock's* house* 

6 Reflection. 
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Gra. That will I do. 

l^tr, Sir^ I would speak with you :-^ 

111 see if I can get my husband's ring, \To Portia. 
Which I did make him swear to keep for -ever. 

Ffsr, Thou may*8t> I warrant': We shall have ol4 
swearing. 
That they did give the rings away to men \ 
But we*ll out&ce them, and outswear them too. 
Away, make haste ; thou know*st where I will tarry* 

jy^r. Come, good sir^ will you sl^ow me to tbif 
house ? [Exewnt, 

ACT y. 

I 

SpENE /. Belmpnt. Avenue to Portia's House, 

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Jjor. The moon shines bright : — ^In such a night as 
this. 
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees. 
And they did piake no noise } in such a nighty 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls. 
And sigh*d his soul toward the Grecian tents^ 
Where Cressid lay that night. 

Jes, In such ^ night, 

Did Tbisbe fearfiilly p'ertrip the dew; 
And saw the lion's shadow ere himself. 
And ran dismay'd away. 

Lor, In such a nighty 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upo]^ the wild sea-banks, and wav'd her Iovq 
To come again to Carthage. 
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Jes. In such a night, 

bfedea gather'd the endbanted herbs 
That did renew old ^son. 

Lor. ^ In such a night. 

Did Jesuca steal from the wealthy Jew : 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice^ 
Ab far as BeUiumt. 

Jes. And in such a night. 

Did jTonng Lorenzo swear he lov*d her wdl; 
Stealing her soul with many tows of faith^ 
And ne*er a true one* 

LoTp And in such a night. 

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew. 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. 1 would out-night ypu, did no body come: 
But^ hark, I hear the footing of a man* 

Enter Stephako* 

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night? 

Steph. A friend* 

Jior. A friend? what fiiend? your name, I pray 
you, friend? 

Stepk* Stephino is my name; and I briQg word, 
My piistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont : she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy i^redlock hours. 

Lor. Who comes with her ! 

&tepk» None, bat a holy hermit, and her maid. 
I pray you, is my master yet retum*d ? 

Lar. He is not, nor we have not heard from him.— > 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 
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And ceremoniously let us prepare 

Some welcome for the mistress of the hotife. 

Enter Launcelot. 

Laun, Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

ior. Who calls? 

Lmm, Sola ! did you see master Lorenzo, and 
mistress Lorqnzo ! sola, sola ! 

hur. Leave hollaing, man ; here* 

JjOLun, Sola! where? where? 

Ijyr. Here. 

Jjaun. Tell him, there*s a post come from my 
master, with his horn full of good news ; my^ master 
will be here ere morning* \EsaJt* 

JMr. Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect their 
coming. 
And yet no matter 5 — ^Why should we go in? 
My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, , 

Within the house, your mistress is at hand 5 
Apd bring your musick forth into the air.—- 

\Exit Stephako. 
How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank! 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of musick 
Creep in our ears 5 soft stillness, and the aight. 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
Sit, Jessies : Look, how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines' of bright goldj 
There's not the smallest orb, which thou behold'st. 
But in his motion like an angel sing». 
Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubins : 

7 A small flat dish, used in tb^ adnuoistration of th* 
Eucharist. 
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6uch harmoi^ is in immortal souls; 
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly dose it in, we cannot hear it.— ■ 

EnUt Musicians. 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn 5 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress* ear. 
And draw her home with musick. 
Jes. I am never merry, when I hear sweet musick. 

Lor, The reason is, your spirits are attentive : 
for do but note a wild and wanton herd. 
Or nee of youthful and nnhandled colts, 
Fet<&ing mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing lou(^ 
Which is the hot condition of their bloody 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound. 
Or any air of musick touch their ears. 
You shall perceive them make a mutual stand. 
Their 8avag6 eyes turn'd to a modest gaze. 
By the sweet power of musick : Therefore, the pdet 
Did feSgtl that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods; 
^inoe nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage. 
But mnsick for the time doth change his nature : 
The man that hath no musick in himself. 
Nor is not mov*d with concord of sweet sounds^ 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night. 
And Ms aiibctions dark as Erebus : 
Xiet no such man be trusted.-^^Mark the musick, * 

.Enter Portia and HEnissA, at a distance. 
For, That light we see, is burning in my ball* * 
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How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
60 shines a good deed in a naughty world. 
Ner» When the moon shone> we did not see tfai 

candle. 
Por, So doth the greater glory dim the less : 
A substitute shines brightly as a king^ 
'Until ;» king be by 3 and then his state 
Empties itself^ as doth an inland brook 
Into jthe main of waters. Musick ! hark ! 
ffer. It is your musick, madam, of the house. . 
For, Nothing is good, I see, without respect > 
Methinks, it sounds much sweeter tiian by d^. 
N€i\ Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam. 
Por, The crow doth sing as sweeUy as the lark. 
When neither, is attended 5 and, I thinks 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day. 
When every goose is cackling, would b^ thought 
^No better a musician than the wren. 
How many things by seasop seaspn'd are 
•Tq their right praise, and tpxe perfection !-— r 
Peace, hoa ! the moon sl^ps with Endymion, 
Ai^d would not be ^wak'd ! ^Musick cea$cs* 

Lor. That is the voioe. 

Or I am much deceived, of Portia. 

Poif ^e knows nie, as the blind m^n kqows the 
cuckoo^ 
By the bad voiqe, 

Lor, Dear lady, welcome hon^e. 

Par. We have been praying for our .husbands' 
welfare. 
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words 
Are thi^ r^turn*d ? 
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LtMT, Madam^ they are not jet ; 

But there is come a messenger before. 
To signify their coming. 

Pdr. Go in, Nerissa^ 

ti^ive order to my servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ;— 
Nor you, Lorenzo j--Jessicai nor you.. 

[A tucket^ 8QUMd9». 

Lor.. Xpoi husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet t 
We are JIG tell-tales, madam ; fear you not. 

Tor. This night, methinks, is but the dayligbt 
sick,. 
It looks a little p^ler 3 'tis a day, 
Sudi as the day is when the sun is hid. 

Enter Bassaitio, Antonio^ Gratiano, and their 

Follirwers. 

Baii» We should hold day with the Antipodes^ 
If yoa would walk in absence of the sun. 

For. Let me give light, but let me not be lights 
For a lig^t wife doth make a heavy husband. 
And never be Bassanio so for me $ 
But God sort all !— -You are welcome home, my lord. 

Bass^ I thank you, madam : give welcome to my 
friend.— • 
This is the man, this is Antonio, 
To whom I am so infinitely bound* 

For, You should in all sense be much bound (o 
him. 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of. 

* A flourish o» a trumpet. 
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Pon Sir^ 70a are verj wdcome to our hoiue^ 
It mmt appear ia other waj» than words^ 
Therefore^ I scant this breathing coiutesy.^ 

[GftATiABO and Nerissa seem to talk qmi* 

Gra. By jonda moon^ I swear^ you do me wroiigj 
In faith> I gave it to the judge's derk : 
Would he were gdt that had tt, for toy parV- 
Since you do take it^ love^ so much at heart. 

For* A quarrel, ho, ah:ead7? what's the matter? 

Gra» About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give me ; whose posy was 
For all the world, like cutler's poetry 
Upon a knife. Love me, and leave me not* 

Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the. valuie? 
You swore to me, when I did give it you. 
That you would wear it till your hour df deathf 
And that it should lie with you in your grave : 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement q^AA, 
You should have been r^pecti ve, ' and havO: l^t it. 
Gave it a ja^e*s clerk ! — ^but well I know. 
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face,, that had it* 

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man, 

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man, 

Gra, Now, by this hand, I gave it to. a youA/-* 
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy;, . .; 
No higher than thysdf, the judge's d^rk > 
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a lee i^. 
I could not fbc my heart deny it him. 

For. You were to blame, I must be }^ain with 70Q1 
To part so slightly with yoor wife s firyt |^ ; 

« 

9 Verbal, coinpUmeotary form. 
I Rcgudful* 



Scene I. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 9jS 

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger^ 
And riveted so with faith unto your flesh. 
I gave my love a ring> and made him swear 
NtBver to part with it ; and here he stands 3 
I dare be sworn for him> he would not leave it. 
Nor pluck it from his linger^ for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now^ in falith> Gradano^ 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief j 
An 'twere to me, I should be mad at it. 

Bass, Why, I were best to cut my lefl hand off. 
And swear^ I lost the ring defending it. [Aside. 

Gra, My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg*d it^ ahd> indeed, 
Deserv'd it too 3 and then the boy, his clerk. 
That took some pains in writing, he begg*d mine: 
And neither m^i, nor noaster, would take aug^ 
But die two rings. 

For. What ring gave you, no^ locd? 

Not that, I hope, which you received of me. 

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it j but you see, my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. , 

For, Even so void is your false heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne*er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring. 

Ner, Nor I in yours. 

Till I again see mine. 

Bass, Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave die ring. 
If you did know for whom I gave die ring. 
And would conceive for what I gave the ring. 
And how onwillin^y I left the ring. 
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When naught would be accepted but the ring. 
You would abate the strength of jour displeaaarBi, 

Por» If you had known the virtue of the ring/ 
Or half hef worthiness that gave the ring/ 
Or your own honour to contain the ringy 
You would not then have parted with the ring< 
Vftat man is there so much unreasonable. 
If you had pleas*d to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held ^ a ceremony ? 
Kerissa teaches me what to believe; 
1*11 die for*t, but some woman had the ring. 

Bass, No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul^ 
No woman had it, but a civil doctor> 
Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me. 
And b^g*d the ring 3 the which I did deny him/ 
And sufer*d him to go displeas'd away ; 
Even he that had held up the very life 
Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady'K 
I was enforc*d to send it after him 3 
I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 
My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it : Pardon me, good lady ; 
For, by these blessed candles of the night. 
Had you been there^ I think, you would have hcgg'A 
The ring of me to give the Worthy doctor. 

For. Let not that doctor e'er come near my housed 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov*d. 
And that which you did swear to keep for me, 
I will become as liberal as you : 
1*11 not deny him any thing I have, 
No^ not my body, nor my husband's bed : 
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Know him I shaU, I am well sure of it : 

Lie not a night from home ; watch me^ like Argus : 

If you do not^ if I be left alone^ 

Now^ by mine honour^ which is yet my own^ 

1*11 have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

^€r. And I his clerk 5 therefore be well advis'd. 
How yott do leave me to mine own protection. 

ChM. WeH, do you so : let not me take him then ; 
For> if I do, ril mar the young clerk's pen. 
Ant» I am the uiih^ppy subject of these quarrels. 
For. Sir, grieve not you; You are welcome not- 
withstanding. 
Bass. Portia, forgive. me this enforced wrong; 
And, in the hearing of these many friends, 
I swetr to thee, even by thine own fair eyes. 
Wherein I see myself,— 

For. Mark you but that! 

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself: 
In each e3re, one :— swear by your double self. 
And there's an oath of credit. < 

Bass. Nay, but hear me : 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear, 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant. 1 once did lend my body for his wealth;* 
Which, but for him that had your husband's ring^ 

[To PORtlA. 

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again. 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Par. Then you shall be his surety : Give him this ; 

* Advantage. 

vo;.. III. H 
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And bid him keq> it better than the other. 

Ant. Here^ lord Bassanio^ swear to keep this ring, 

Bass. By heaven^ it is the sani^ J gave the doctor ! 

Tor. I had it of him : pardon me Bassanio ; 
For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

jyTcr. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ; 
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk; 
In lieu of this, last night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highways 
In summier, where the ways are fair enough : 
What I are we cuckolds, ere we have deserv*d it? 

Tor. Speak not so grossly.— You are all amaz'd; 
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure \ 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 
There you shall find, that Pc^tia was the doctor ^ 
Nerissa there, her clerk : Ixurenio here 
Shall witness, I set forth as soon as you. 
And but even now retmn'd^ I have not yet 
Entered my house.-^Antonio, you are wdeomeif 
And I have better news in store for you. 
Than you expect : unseal this letter soon f 
There you shall £nd, three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly : 
You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Ant^ I am dumb. 

Bass^ Were you the doctor, and I knew you not ^ 

Crra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me 
cuckold ^ 

'Ner, Ay > but the clerk that never means to do it. 
Unless he live until he be a man. 

Bom. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow^ 
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When I am absent^ then lie with my wife. 

Ant, Sweet lady, you have given me life, and living ; 
^OT here I read for certain, that my ships 
Are safdiy come to road. 

For, How now, Lorenzo ? 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

Ner, Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee.— 
There do I give to you, and Jessica, 
from the rich Jew, a special deed of gift. 
After his death, of all he dies possessed of. 

Lor, Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

For, It is almost morning. 

And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied 
Of theise events at full : Let us go in ; 
And charge us there upon intergatories^ 
And we will answer all things faithfully, 

Gra, Let it be so : The first intergatory. 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is. 
Whether till the next night she had rather stay ; 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to-day : 
But were the day come, I should wish it dark. 
That I were couching with tlie doctorV clerk. 
Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing 
So sore, as keeping safe Nerissa*s ring. lExeunt^ 

Of Thk Merchant of Venice the style is even and easy, 
with few peculiarities of diction, or anomalies of construction. 
The conuck part raises laughter, and the serious fixes expecta- 
tion. The' probability of either one or the other story cannot 
be maintained. The union of two actions in one event is in 
this drama eminently happy. Dryden was much pleased with 
his own address in connecting the two plots of his Sfanish 
FuAR, which yet, I believe, the critick*will find excelled by 
this play. Johnson. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Duke^ living in exile, 

Frederick^ brother to the Duke, and usurper of his 

dominions. 
Amiens^ 1 lords attending upon the Duke in hi; 
Jaques^ 3 banishment, 

Le Beau^ a courtier attending upon Frederick, 
Charles^ his wrestler, 
Oliver, 1 

Jaques, > sons of Sir B/mland de Bois. 
Orlando, j 

Touchstone^ a clown. 

Sir Oliver Mar-text, a vicar ^ 
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William, a country fellow, in love with Audrey^ 
A Person representing Hymen,' 

Rosalind, daughter to the banished Duke, 
Celia, daughter to Frederick, 
Phebe, a shepherdess, 
, iVudrey, a country wench^ 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes; Pages, Foresters, 

and other Attendants, 

The SCENE lies, first, near Oliver's House; afteri 
wards, partly in the Usurper's Court, and partly 
in the forest of Arden, 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 



ACT I. 
SCENE I. Jn Orchard, near Oliver's House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orlando. 

As I'jrcmember, Adam, it was upon this fashion 
bequeathed me : By will, but a poor thousand crowns ; 
ffid^ as thou say'st, charged my brother^ on his bless- 
in^, to breed me well : and there begins my sadness* 
My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and report 
speaks goldenly of his profit : for my part, he keeps 
Idle rustl6dly at home, or, to speak more properly, 
stays me here at home unkept: For call you that 
keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that differs not 
from Ac stalling of an ox? His horses are bred better; 
for, besides that they are fair with their feeding, they 
are taught their manage, and to that end riders dearly 
liired: but I, his brother, gain nothing under him 
but growth 3 for the which his animals on his dung* 
hiDs are as much bound to him as I. Besides this 
nothing that he so plentifully gives me, the some* 
thing that nature gave me, his countenance seems to 
take from me : he lets me feed with his hinds, bars 
me the place of a brother, and, as much as in him 
lies, mines my gentility with my education. This is 
it, Adam^ that grieves me> and the spirit of my 
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father^ which I think is within me^ begins to mutiny 
against this servitude : I will no longer endure it^ 
though yet I know no wise remedy how to avoid it. 

Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

OrL Gro apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he 
will shake me up. 

OIL Now, sir! what make you here?' 

Orl, Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing, 

OH, What mar you then, sir ? 

OrL Marry, sir, I am helping you to n^ar.that 
which God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, 
with idleness. , 

OIL Many, sir, be better employ'd, and be naught 
awhile. 

OrL Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with- 
them? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I 
should come to such penury ? 

OIL Know you where you ai-e, sir ? 

OrL O, sir, very well : here in your orchard. ^ 

OIL Know you before whom, sir ? 

OrL Ay, better than he I am before knows me. I 
know, you are my eldest brother j and, ip the gende 
condition of blood, you should so know me: The 
courtesy of nations allows you my better, in that you 
are the first-born 3 but the same tradition takes not 
away my blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt 
us: I have as much of my father in me, as you; 
albeit, I confess, your coming before me is nearer to 
his reverence. 

P What do you here ? 
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OU. What, boy! 

OrL Come, come, elder brother, you are too yomjg 
in this. 

on. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? 

OrL I am no villain:* I am the youngest son of 
sir Rowland de Bois^ he was my father^ and he is 
thrice a villain, that says, such a father begot villains: 
Wert thou not my brother, I would not take this 
hand from thy throat, till this other had pulled out 
thy tongue for saying ^03 thou hast railed on thyself. 

Adam. Sweet masters, be patient 3 for your father's 
ii^aiembrance, be at accord. 

OIL Let me go, I say. 

OrL I will not, till I please : you shall hear me. 
My father charged you in his will to give me good 
education : you have trained me like a peasant, ob" 
souring and hiding from me all gentleman-like quali- 
des : the spirit of my father grows strong in me, and 
I will no longer endure it : therefore allow me sSich 
exercises as .may become a gentleman, or give me 
the poor allottery my father left me by testament; 
with that 1 will go buy my fortunes. 

on. And what wilt thou do ? beg,' when that is 
^spent ? Well,, sir, get you in : I will not long be 
troubled with you : you shall have some part of your 
will : I pray you, leave me. 

OrL I will no further offend you than becomes me 
for my good. 

on. Get you with him, you old dog. 
' Adam. Is old dog my reward ? Most true, I have 

* Villain is used in a double sense ; by Oliver for a worth- 
less fellow, and by Ork^ido for a man of base extraction. 
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lost my teeth in your service. — God be with my dd 
master ! he would not have spoke such award. 

[Exeimt Obllasdo and Adam. 
OIL Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon me? I 
Will physick your ranki^ss^ and yet give no thouiaud 
crowns neither. Hola^ Dennis ! 

Enter D£Nnis. 

Den. Calls your worship ? 

OIL Was not Charles, the Duke*s wrestler, here 
to speak with me ? 

Den, So please you> he is here at the door, and 
importunes access to you. 

OU. Call him in. {Exit Dennis.]— Twill be a 
good way -, and to-morrow the wrestUng is. 

Enter Charles. 

Cka. (rood morrow to your worship. 

OIL Good monsieur Charles! — what*8 the iltew 
news at the new court ? 

Cha. There's no news at the court, sir, but the old 
news : that is, the old duke is banished by his younger 
brother the new duke 5 and three or four loving lords 
have put themselves into voluntary exile with himi 
whose lands and revenues enrich the new duke: 
therefore he gives them good leave ^ to wander. 

OIL Can you tell, if Rosalind, the duke*s daughter; 
be banished with her father. 

Cha. O, noi for the duke*s daughter, her cou- 
sin, so loves her, — ^being ever from their cradles bred 
together,— that she would /have followed her exilOi 

3 A ready assent. 
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ox have died to stay behind her. She is at the court, 
and no less beloved of her unde than his own 
daugliter i and never two ladies loved as they do. 

OU, Where will the old duke live ? 

Cha. They say, he is already in the forest of Arden, 
and a many noerry men with him ; and there they 
live like the old Robin Hood of Engknd : they say, 
many young gentlemen flock to him evisry day 3 and 
fleet the tin^e carelessly, as they did in the golden 
world. 

OU. Wbat> you wrestle to-morrow before the new 
duke? 

Cka, Marry, do J, sir; and I came to acquaint 
you with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to under- 
stand, that your younger brother, Orlando, hath a 
disposition to come in disguis'd against me to try a 
fell: To-morrow, sir, I wrestle for my credit; and 
be that escapes me without some broken limb, shall 
acquit him well. Your brother is but young, and 
tender ^ and, for your love, J would be loath to foil 
him, aa I must, for my own honour, if he come in : 
therefore, out of ray love to you, I came hither to 
fuxpmat you withal; that either you might stay him 
jQx>m his int^idment. or brook such disgrace well as 
he fibaUi run into 5 in that it is a thing of his own 
search, and altogether against niy will. 

OU. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, which 
thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I had 
myself notice^ ci my brother's purpose herein, and 
have by underhand means laboured to dissuade him 
from it J but he is resolute. I'll tell thee, Charles,— 
it is the st^bbomest youpg fellow of France; full of 
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ambition^ an envious emulator of every inan*8 good 
parts^ a secret and villainous contriver against me his 
natural brother -, therefore use thy discretion ; I had 
as lief thou didst break his neck as his finger : And 
thou wert best look to*t } for if thou dost him any 
slight disgrace^ or if he do not mightily grace himself 
on thee^ he will practise against thee by poison, 
entrap thee by some treacherous device^ and never 
leave thee till he hath ta*en thy life by some indirect 
means or other: for^ I assure thee, and almost with 
tears I speak it, there is not one so young and so 
villainous this day living. I speak but brotherly of 
him; but should I anatomize him to thee as he is, I 
must blush and weep, and thou must look pale asii 
wonder. 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : If 
he come to-morrow, 1*11 give him his payment : If 
ever he go alone again, 1*11 never wrestle far prize 
more : And so, God keep your worship ! [Exit. 

Oli, Farewell good Charles.— Now will I sdr this 
gamester : 4 I hope, I shall see an end of him; for 
my soul, yet 1 know not why, hates nothing more 
than he. Yet he*s gentle; never school'd, and yet 
learned; full of noble device; of all sorts ^ enchant- 
ingly beloved ; and^ indeed, so much in the heart of 
the world, and especially of my own people, who 
best know him, that I am altogether misprised: but 
it shall hot be so long; this wrestler shall clear aU: 
nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy thither, 
which now I'll go about. \ExU* 

4 FioUcksome fellow. $ Of ill nmk9* 
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SCENE 11. 
A Laxvn before the Duke*s Palace. 

Enter Rosalikd atid C£;.ia. 

CeL I pray thee^ Rosalind^ sweet my coz^ be 
iiifiariy* « 

Ro8. Dear Celia^ I show more mirth than I am 
mistress of; and would you yet I were merrier? 
Unless you could teach me to forget a banished 
£ith€0 you must not learn me how to remember any 
extraordinary pleasure. 

>Ce/. Herein^ I see> thou lovest me not with the 
An wei^t that I love thee : if my uncle^ thy banish- 
ed father^ had banished thy unde, the duke my fathei^ 
80 thou hadst been still with me^ J could have taught 
my love to take thy father for mine> so would*st 
thoUj if the truth of thy love to me were so r^hteous* 
ly ,temper*d as mine is to thee. 

Bm. Well, 1 will forget the condition of my estate^ 
to rgoice in yours. 

Cd. You know^ my father hath no child but I, 
nor none is like to have ; and^ truly^ when he dies, 
thou shalt be his heir : for what he hath t^cen away 
tcom. thy father perforce, I will render thee again in 
affection ; by mjne honour, I will) and when I break 
that oath, let me turn monster: therefore, my sweet 
Bose, roy dear Rose, be merry. 

Rm» From henceforth I will, coz, and devise sports: 
let me see ; What' think you of ^ling in love ? 

Cel. Many;, I pr'ytbee, do, to make sport withal : 
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but love no man in good earnest ; nor no fhrther in 
sport neither^ than with safety of a pure blush thod' 
may' St in honour come off again. 

Ros, What shall be our sport then ? 

CeL Let us sit and mock the good houseixofei 
Fortune, from her wheel, that h^r gifts may hence- 
forth be bestowed equally. 

Ros, I would, we couTd do so ; for her b^tefit^ 
arfe mightily misplaced : and the bountiful blind wo- 
man doth most mistake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. Tis true : for those, that she makes fair, she 
scarce makes honesty and those, that she makes 
honest, she makes very ill-favour*dly. 

Ros» '^2LY, now thou goest from fortune's office 
to nature's : fortune reigns in gifts of the worlds not 
in the lineaments of nature. 

Enter Touchstone* 

Cel. No? When nature hath made a fair cfeatiuVi 
may she not by fortune fall into the fire ?— Tliougk 
nature hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not 
fortune sent in this fool to cut off the argument ? 

Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature; 
when fortune makes nature's natural the cutter off of 
nature's wit. 

CeL Peradventure, this is not fortune's work neither, 
but nature's ; who perceiving our natural wits too dull 
to reason of such goddesses, hath sent this natural ftnf 
our wetstone : for always the dulness of the fool is 
the whetstone of bis wits. — How now, wit? whither 
wander you ? 

Touch, Mistress, you must come away to your fiithet. 
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Cd, Were you made the messenger? 

Touch. No, by mine honour 5 but I was bid to 
come for you. 

Bx)s. Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

Touch. Of a certain kni^t, that swore by hia 
honour they were good pancakes, and swore by his 
honour the mustard was naught : now, I'll stand to 
it, the pancakes were naught, and the mustard was 
good $ and yet was not the knight forsworn. 

CeL How prove you that, in the great heap of 
your knowledge ? 

Ros^ Ay, marry; now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now: stroke your 
chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Touch. By my knaveiry, if I had It, then I were: 
but if you swear by that that is not, you are not 
forsworn: no more was this knight, swearing by hift 
hoDOoar, for he never had any > or if he had, he had 
fwom it away^ before ever he saw those pancakes or 
that mustard. 

CeL Pfythee, who is't that thou meanest ? 

^ouch. One that old Frederick, your father, 
loves. 

Cei. My iather*s love is enough to honour him. 
Eiioagh ! speak no more of him j you'll be whip'd for . 
taxation,^ one of these days. 

Touch. The more pity, that fods may Aot speak 
wisely, what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel. By my troth, thou say'st tirte : for since the 
little wit, that fools have, was silenced, the little 

* Satifc 
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foolery^ that wise men have^ makes a great show. 
Here comes Monsieur Le Beau« 

Enter Ia Beau. 

Ros. With his mouth Ml of news* 

Cel. Which he will put on us^ as pigeons feed 
their young. 

Rqs. Then shall we be news-cranmi*d. 

CeL All the better ) we shall be thev more mar- 
ketable. Bon jour. Monsieur L^ Beau : WhaVs the 
news? 

Le Beau. Fair princess^ you have lost much good 
sport« 

CeL Sport? Of what cdour ? 

Le Beau. What colour^ madam ? How shall I 
answer you ? 

Ros» As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the destinies decree. 

CeL Well said $ that was laid on with a trowel* 
. Toufh. Nay, if I keep not my rank, 

Ros» Thou losest thy old smell. 

LeBeau. You amaze? me, ladies: i wocdd have 
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost die 
sight of. 

Ros, Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it 
pleasf your ladyships, you may > see the end ; for th& 
best is yet to do; and here, where you are, thesy aie 
coming to perform it. 

Ce/. WeU,"— the beginning, that is dead ioi 
-buried. 

7 Perplexy confuse. 
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Le Beau. There comes an old man^ and his three 

sons^— ^ 

CeL I could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beau, Three proper young men^ of excellent 
growth and jnresence > — — 

Rm. With bills on their necks^— -£e it known unto 
uU men. by these presents , ' ■ 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles, the duke*s wrestler; which Charles in a 
l&oaieat threw him^ and broke three of his ribs, that 
theie is little hope of life in him : so he served th^ 
seoondi and so the third : Yonder they lie ; the poor 
old man, their &ther, making such pitifid dole over 
thenij that all the beholders take his peart with 
.vacpiog. 

Bjo$. Alas ! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the 
ladies have lost ? 

Le Beau, Why, this that I speak of. 

Touch, Thus men may grow wiser every day ! it 
is die first time that ever I heard, breaking of ribs 
was sport for ladies. 

Cel. Or J, I promise thee. 

Ro8. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
Oomuck in his sides ? is there yet another dotes upon 
rib^bioaktng?'— Shall we see this wrestling, cousin? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here : for here is 
ibe {daoe ai^;K>tnted for the wrestling, and they are 
ready to perform it. 

Cei, Yonder, sure, they are coming : Let us now 
stay and see it. 

▼OL.'lII. I 
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Flourish. Enter Duke Frederick^ Lord[s, Or- 
LAXDO^ Charles^ and Attendants. 

Duke F. Come on; since the youth will not be 
entreated^ his own peril on his forwardness. 

Ros. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beau, Even he^ madam. 

Cel. Alas, be is too young: yet he looks sac- 
cessfuUy. 

Duke F, How now^ daughter^ and cousin? are you- 
crept hither to see the wrestling? 

Ros, Ay, my liege? so please you give us leave. 

Duke F. You will take little delight in it> I can tell 
you^ there is such odds in the men : In pity of the 
challenger's youths I would fain dissuade him, but 
he will not be entreated: Speak to him, ladies; see 
if you can move him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Bean. 

Duke F. Do so; I'll not be by. [Duke goes apart, 

Le Beau, Monsieur the chaUenger, the princesses 
call for you. 

Orl, I attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros, Young man, have you challenged Charles the 
wrestler ? 

Orl, No, fair princess ; he is the general chal- 
lenger: I come but in, as others do^, to try with him 
the stren^ of my youth. 

Cel, Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold 
for your years : You have seen cruel proof of this 
man's strength : if you saw yoursdf with your eyes, 
or knew yourself with your judgment, the feaf of 
your adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
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enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake, to 
embrace your own safety, and give over ttis at- 
tempt. ^-^ 

Ro8, Do, young sir; your reputation shall not 
therefore be misprised : we will make it our suit 
to the duke, that the wrestling might not go for- 
wvnL 

OrL 1 beseech you, punish me not with your hard 
thoughts; wherein I confess me much guilty, to deny 
80 £ur and excellent ladies any thing. But let your 
fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me to my trial : 
wherein if I be foiled, there is but one ishamed that 
was never gracious $ if killed, but one dead that is 
willing to be so : I shall do my friends no wrong, for 
I have none to lament me; the world no injury, for 
in it I have nothing; only in the world I M up a 
place> which may be better supplied when t have 
made it empty. 

^Ro8. The little strength that I have, I would it 
wefe with you. • 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

iios. F^re you well. Pray heaven, I be deceived 
inr you ! ^ 

Cd, Your heart's desires be with you. 

Cka. Ckxne, where is this young gallant, that is so 
denrootf to lie with his mother earth ? 

OrL Re^dy, sir; but his will hath in it a more 
modest working. 

Duke F, You shall try but one fall. 

Cka, No, I warrant your grace; you shall not 
' entreat him to a second, that have so mightily per- 
suaded him from a first. 

12 
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OrL You mean to mock me after y you thotdd 
Qot have mocked me before : but come your ways. 

Ros. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man! 

Cel, I Would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. [Charles and Orlando wrestU. 

Ro9, O excellent young man! 

Celi If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 
who should down. [Charles is thrown. Shout, 

Ihikc jP« No more, no more* 

OrL Yes, I beseech your grace; I am not yrt 
well breathed. 

Jhikc JP. How dost thou, Charles? 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F, Bear him away. [Charles is binmc wt.) 
What is thy name, young man ? 

OrL Orlando, my liege ; the youngest son of six 
BowlanddeBois. 

Duke F. 1 would, thou hadst been son to soma 
man else. 
The world esteemed thy father honeurable> 
But I did find him still nune enemy : 
Thou shouldst have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 
But fare thee well ; thou art a gaUant youth ; 
I would^ thou had^t told me of another father. 

lExeunt Duke Fred. Trow, and Lb BsAir» 

CeL Were I myfather, coz, would I do this ? 

OrL I am more proud to be sir Rowland's wn. 
His youngest son;-<«and would not change that 

calling,^ 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

s App^liatioir. 
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Ro$, My &ther lov*d sir Rowland as his soul^ 
And all the world was of my father's mind : 
Had I before known this young man his son^ 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties^ 
Ere he should thus haVe ventur'd. 

Cel. Gentle cousin. 

Let us go thank him^ and encourage him : 
My fiithefft rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart.— Sir, you have well deserv'd: 
If you do keep your promises in love. 
But justly, as you have exceeded promise, ' 
Your mistress shall be happy. 

Ros. Gentleman^ 

[Giving Aim a chain Jrom her neeh. 
Wear this for me ^ one out of suits with fortune ;9 
Iliat could give more, but that her hand lacks 

means.— 
Shdiwego, coz? 

Cel. Ay : — Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

OrL Can I not say, I thank you ? My bettei; parts 
Are all thrown down) and that which here stands up. 
Is but a quintain,' a mere lifeless block. 

Ro9, He calls us back : My pridd fell with my 
fortunes : 
ru ask him what he would :•— Did you call, sir ?•«-• 
Sir, yoo have wrestled well, and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Cf/. , Will you go, coz ? 

Ro*. Have with you :-^Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 

* Turned out of her service. 
■ The object to dart at in martial exeicises. 
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OrL What passion hangs these wei^ts upon mj 
tongue ? 
I cannot speak to her> yet she urg*d conference. 

Re-enter Le Beau. 

O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown 5 

Or Charles^ or something weaker, masters thee. 

Le Beau. Good sit, I do in friendship counsel you 
To leave this place : Albeit you have deserv'd 
High commendation, true applause, and love 5 
Yet such is now the duke*s condition,* 
That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The duke is humorous 5 what he is, indeed. 
More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. 

OrL I thank you, sir: and, pray you, tell me this 3 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke 
That here was at the wrestling ?. 

Le Beau, Neither his daughter, if we judge by 
manners 5 
But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daughter : 
The other is daughter to the banish'd duke. 
And here detain'd by her usurping unde. 
To keep his daughter company -, whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you, that of late this duke 
Hath ta*en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece j 
Grounded upon no other argument. 
But that the people praise her for her virtueSj, - 
And pity her for her good father's sake ; 
And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady 
Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you well ; 

^Temper, disposition. 



Si^ III. AS YOU LIKE IT, 119 

Hereafter, in a better world than this> 
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 
OH, 1 r^t much boimden to you c fare you well ! 

[Exit Le Beau. 
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother ; • 
From 'tyrant duke^ unto a tjrrant brother :— 
But Jbeavenly Rosalind ! [Edt. 



SCENE III. 

• A Room in the Palace, 
inter Celia and Rosalind* 

« 

Ceh Why, cousin j why, Rosalind^ — Cupid 'hav« 
mercy ! — ^Not a word ? 

Ros, Not one to throw at a dog. 

CeL No, thy words are too precious to be cast 
away upon curs, throw some of them at me 5 come, 
lame mie with reasons. 

Rot, Then there were two cousins laid up ; when 
the one should be lamed with reasons, and the other 
mad \(^out any. 

CeL But is all this for your father ? 

Ros, No, some of it for my child's father: O, 
how full of briars is this working-day world ! 
• Ce/.^They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee 
in holiday> foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden 
paths, our risry petticoats will catch them. 

Ros, 1 could shake them off my coat) these burs 
are in no^r heart 

Cel, Hem them away. 
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Ros. 1 would try j if I could cry hem^ and fatve 
him. 

Cel. Coa», comd^ wrestle with thy aff»ctioQa. 
Ros, O, they take the part of a better wrestler, 
than iDjraelf • 

Cel, O, a good wish upon you! you will try in 
time, in despite of a fall. — ^But, turning these jests 
out of service, let us talk in good earnest : Is it pos- 
sible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so strong 
a liking with old sir Jlowland*8 youngest son ? 
Ros. The duke my father lov*d his father dearly. 
Cel. Doth it therefore ensue, that you should bye 
his son dearly ? By this kind of chase, I should hate 
him, for my father hated his father dearly}^ yet I 
bate not Orlando. 
Ros. No 'faith, hate him not, for my sake. 
Cel. Why should I not? doth he not deserve wdl? 
Ros, Let me love him for that 5 and do you love 
him, because I do :— -Look, here comes the duke. 
Cel. With his eyes full of anger, 

Enta' Duke Frederick, idth Lords. 

DukeF. Mistress, despatch you with yonr safat 
haste. 
And get you from our court. 
Ros. Me, uncle? 

DukeF. Yoa, cousin; 

Within the^e ten days if that thou be*8t foimd 
So near our publick court as twenty mtles^ 
; Thou diest for it. 

Ros. I do beseech your grace, 

3 Invetentely. 
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Let Toae the knowledge of my fault bear widi me: 
If with mjrself I hold intelligence^ 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires j 
If that I do not dream, or be not frandck. 
(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear unde. 
Never, so much as in a thought unborn. 
Did' I offend your highness. 

DukerF. Thus do all traiioni 

If thdr purgation did consist in words. 
They are as innocent as grace itself :— 
Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not. 

Ro8. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor : 
Tdline, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy father*8 daughter, there's 
enough. 

Ros, So was I, when your highness took his 
dukedom 5 
So was I, >when your highness banish*d him : 
Treason ti not inherited, my lord; 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends, 
Whafi that to me ? my father was no traitor: 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much> 
To thii^ my poverty is treadierous. 
• Cd, Dear sovereign, hear me speak« 

DukeF. Ay, Celia; we stay*d her for your sake. 
Else had she with her father rang'd along. 

Cel, I did not then entreat to have her stay. 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse }^ 
I was too young that time to value her. 
But now I know her : if she be a traitor, 
Why so am I ; we still have slept together, 

4 Compassion. 
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Rose at an initant, leam'd^ play'd, eat together; . 
And wheresoe*er we went^ like Juno's swans^ 
StiU we wient coupled^ and inseparable. 

Duke F» She is too subtle .for thee; and her 
smoothness^ 
Her very silence^ and her patience^ 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
T1k>u art a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 
And thou wilt show more bright^ and seem moie 

virtuous. 
When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass*d upon her ; she is banish*d. 

Cel, pronounce that sentence then on me, my 
liege i 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke F, You are a fool : — ^You, niece, provide 
yourself J 
If you out-stay the time, upon mine honour. 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

[Exeunt Duke Frederick and Lords. 

Cel. O my poor Rosalind ! whither wilt thoo go ? 
Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev*d than I am. 

Ros. I have more cause. 

CeL Thou hast not, cousin; 

Fr*ythee, be cheerful : know*st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish'd me his daughter ? 

Ros. That he hath not 

Cel. No? hath not? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one : 
Shall we be sunder'^d ? shall we part, sweet girl? 
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No 5 let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me, how we may fly. 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
And do not seek to iake your change upon you. 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out j 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale. 
Say what thou canst, 1*11 go along with thee. 

Ros, Why, whither shall we go ? 

CeL To seek my uncle. 

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far? 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cei. I'll put myself in poor and mean attire. 
And with a kind of umber^ smirch my face -, 
The like do you } so shall we pass along. 
And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better. 

Became that I am more than common tall. 
That I did suit me all points like a man ? 
A gidlaot cortle-ax^ upon my thigh, 
A boar-speaf in my hand) and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will,) 
We*ll have a swashing "^ and a martial outside; 
As many other mannish cowards have. 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

CeL What shall I call thee, when thou art a man? 

Ros. Til have no worse a name than Jove*s own 
page. 
And therefore look you call me, Ganymede. 
But what will you be call'd ? 

' A dusky^ yellow-coloured earth. ^ Cutlace. 

7 Swaggering. 
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CeL Something that hath a reference to my states 
No longer Celia^ but Aliena. 

Ro8. But, consuls what if we assay*d to fteal 
The clownish fool out of your father's court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

CeL He'll go along o*er the wide world with me ) 
Leave me alone to woo him : Let's away^ 
And get our jewels and our wealth together ; 
Pevise the fittest time^ and safest way ' 
To hide us from pursuit that will be OEiade 
After my fiigbt : Now go we in content^ 
To liberty^ and not to banishment. l^xeml. 

ACT II. 

SCENE I. The Forest qf Arden. 

Enter Duke senior, Amiens^ and other Lords, in tie 

dress qf Foresters. 

Duke S, Now^ my co-mates^ and brothers in ente^ 
Hath not old custom made this life more tweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court } 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons' difierence } as, the icy fang. 
And churlbh chiding of the winter's wind 5 
Which when it bites and blows upon my body, 
Even till I shrink with cold^ I smile, and say,— 
This is no flattery : these are counsellor^ 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 
Sweet are the uses of adversity -, 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomoui. 
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«n Tet a precious jewel in his head; 

d this our life^ exempt from publick haunt, 

ds tongues in trees^ books in the running brooks^ 

mons in. stones^ and good in every thing. 

imi. I would not change it : Happy is your griioe^ 

it can translate the stubbornness of fortune 

so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venisoa? 
d yet it irks me, the poor daf^led fools,—- 
ng native burghers of this desert city, — 
mid, in their own confines, with forked heads* 
re tbdr round haunches gor*d. 

1 Lard. ' Indeed, my lord^ 
e melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 

d, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
an doth your brother that hath banish*d yott. 
-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself, 
1 steal behind him, as he lay along 
der an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
on the bfook that brawls along this wood : 
the which place a poor sequester*d stag, 
at Imn the hunters' aim had ta'en a hi;rt, 
1 come to languish ) and, indeed, my lord, 
e wretched animal heav'd forth such groans, 
at their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
most to bursting ; and the big round tears 
ttrs'd one another down his innocent nose 
jnteoua chase: and thus the hairy fool, 
uch marked of the mdancholy Jaques, 
3od on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
igmeoting it with tears. 

* Barbed arrows. 
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Duke S. But what said Jaques ? 

Did he not moralise this spectacle ? 

1 Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou maWat a testament 
As worldings do> gi'ving thy sum of more 

To that which had too mvch : Then, being alone. 
Left, and abandoned of his velvet friends 3 ' 

*Tis right, quoth he -, this misery doth part 
The Jlux of company : Anon, a careless herd. 
Full of the pasture, jm6ps along by him. 
And never stays to greet him 5 Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens; 
*Tisjust the fashion : Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 
Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court. 
Yea, and of this our life : swearing, that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse. 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up. 
In their assigned and native dwelling pkbe. 

Duke S. And did you leave him in this conta 
plation ? 

^I/>rd. We did, my lord, weeping and ca 
menting 
Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke S, Show me the place j 

I love to cope 9 him in these sullen fits. 
For then he's fiill of matter. 

2 Lord, ril bring you to him straight. ^Exeu 

9 Eocounter. 
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SCENE II. 
A Room in the Palace, 

Inter Dvke Frederick, Lords, and Attendants. 

Duke T, Can it be possible, that no man saw them? 
cannot be : some villains of my court 
PC of consent and sufferance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
le ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 

w her a-bed j ,and, in the morning early, 

ley foimd the bed untreasur*d of their mistress. 

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish ' clown, at whom 

so oft ' 
mr grace was wont to laugh, is also missing, 
^peria, the princess* gentlewoman, 
tnfesses, that she secretly o*er-heard 
mr daughter and her cousin much commend 
le parts and graces of the wrestler 
lat did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 
id she believes, wherever they are gone, 
lat youth is surely in their company. 
Duke F. Send to his brother -, fetch that gallant 

hither j 
be be absent, bring his brother to me, 
1 make him find him : do this suddenly ; 
id let not search and inquisition quail * 
> bring again these foolish runaways. [^Exeunt* 

■ SeuiYj, * Sink into dejection. 
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SCENE III. 
. Btfor^ Oliver's House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam^ meeting, 

Orl. Who's there ? 

Adam. What! my young master?— O, my geo 
master, ^ 

O, my sweet master, O you memory ' 
Of old sir Rowland! why, what make yon here? 
Why are you vutuous? Why do people love yoa? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and ralias 
Why would you be so fond ♦ to overcome 
The bony priser of the humorous duke ? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before yoa« 
Know you not, master, to some kind of nien 
Their graces serve them but as enemies ? 
No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle master. 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ? 

Orl. Why, what's the matter ? 

Adam. O unhappy yoat 

€k)me not within these doors ; within this root 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
Your brother — (no, no brother j yet the son- 
Yet not the son 5— -I "mil not call him son— • 
Of him I was about to call his father,)— 
Hath heard your praises) and this night he meao^ 
To bum the lodging where you use to lie, 

3 Memorial. ^ Inconsiderate. 
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And you within it : if he fail of that^ 

He will have other means to cut jou off: 

I overheard him, and his practices. 

Tins is no place, ^ this house is but a butcheiy ; 

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

OrL Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me 
go? 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here, 

OrL What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my 
food? 
Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enf<»:ce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 
This I must do, pr know not what to do : 
Yet tlus I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will subject me to the m^ice 
Of a Averted blood,^ and bloody brother* 

Adam. But do not so : I have five hundred crowns. 
The dirifly hire I sav*d under your father. 
Which I ^d store, to be my foster-nurse. 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame. 
And tiiirq;arded age in comers thrown 5 
Take that : and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea^y providently caters for the sparrow. 
Be oomibrt to my age ! Here is the gold j 
All tluBl give you : Let me be your servant; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty : 
For in my youth I never did apply 

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood; 

Nor £d not with unbashful forehead woo 

s Mansion, residence. 
* Blood turned Droin its natural course. 

?ox.. III. K . 
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The means of weakness and debility ; 
Therefore my age Is as a lusty winter. 
Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you j 
1*11 do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

Orl. O good old man; how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world. 
When service sweat for duty, not ffar meed I 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times. 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion 5 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun'st a rotten tree. 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield. 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : 
But come thy wajrs, we'll go along together; 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent. 
We'll light upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, go on; and I will fbUow the«. 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyialty.*^ 
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek; 
But at fourscore, it is too late a week : 
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better. 
Than to die weU, and not my master's debtor. 

lExemt, 
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SCENE IV. 
Tke Forest ttf Arden, 

I 

SMer Bmalxvd m 6oy'« clothes, CeliA dref^ /tA:e a 
Shepherdess, oncf Touchstone* 

lta«. O Jupiter ! how weary ate my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were not 
weary, 

Bjos. I could find in my heart to disgrace my 
man*8 apparel, and to cry like a woman i but I must 
comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought 
to show itself courageous to petticoat: therefore, 
courage, good Aliena. 

Cel, I pray you, bear with me^ I cannot go no 
further* 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, 
than bear you : yet I should bear no cross,'' if I did 
bear joo,*, for, I think, you have no money in your 
purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Tumck. Ay, how am I in Arden: the more fool I; 
when I was at home, I was in a better places but 
tiafdlert must be content. 

Bjos. Ay, be lo, good Touchstone :—^Look you, 
who comes here; a young man, and an did, in so* 
lenm talk* 

7 A picct of money stamped with a cross., 

K 2 
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Enter Corin and Siltius. 

Cor. That is the way td make her scorn you still. 

SiL O Corin, that thou knew*st how I do love her! 

Cor, I partly guess j for I have lov*d ere now. 

SiL No, Corin> being old, thou canst not guess; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As ever 8igh*d upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As sure I think did never man love so,) 
How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ? 

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

SU, O, thou didst then ne*er love so heartily : 
If thou remember'st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into. 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
Or if thou hast not sat as I do now. 
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise^ 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
Or if thou hast not broke from company. 
Abruptly, as my passion qow makes me. 
Thou hast not lov*d : O Phebe, Phefbe, Fhebe ! 

[£*t^ SiLviui. 

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of thy wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine own* 

Touch, And I mine: I remember, when I was in 
love, I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid hin 
take that for coming anight^ to Jane Smile: and I 
remember the kissing of her batlet,9 and the cow'i 

* In the night. 
9 The instrument with which washers beat clothes. 
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dugs that her pretty chop*d hands had mllk*d : and I 
' remember the wooing of a peascod instead of her; 
fix)m whom I took two cods^ and^ ^ving her them 
agun^ said with weeping tears^ Wear these for my 
take. We, that are true lovers^ run into strange 
capers 3 but as all is mortal in nature^ so is all nature 
in love mortal in folly. 
R08, Thou s^ak*st wiser^ than thou art *ware of. 
Touch. Nayj I shall ne*er be 'ware of mine own 
wit^ till I break my shins against it. 
Ros. Jove ! Jove ! this shepherd's passion 

is much upon my fashion. 
Touch, And mine$ but it grows something stale 

with me. 
Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man. 
If he for gold will give us any food^ 
I faint almost to death. 
Touch. Holla 5 you, clown! 
Ros, Peace, fool 3 he*s not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls ? 
Touch. Your betters, sir. 
Cor. Else are they very wretched. 
Roi. Peace, I say :-— 

Good even to you, friend. 
Cor, And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 
Roi. I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold. 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment. 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed ; 
Hoe's a young maid with travel much oppress'd. 
And fiunts for succour. 

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her. 

And wish for her sake, more than for mine own. 
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My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 

But I am shepherd to another man. 

And do not sheer the fleeces that I graze ; 

My master is of churlish disposition. 

And little recks ' to find the way to l^eayen 

By doing deeds of hospitality : 

Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed, 

Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now^ 

By reason of his absence, there is nothing 

That you will feed on: but what is, come see^ 

And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he tb^t shall buy his flock and 
pasture ? 

Cor, That young swain that you aaw here bu( 
erewhile. 
That little cares for buying any thing* 

Ros, I pray thee, if it stand with honesty^, 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock^ 
And thpu shalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wag^ ; ( like tfai$ 
place. 
And willingly could waste my tinie in it. 

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold : 
Go with me ; if you like, ui)on report. 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life^ 
I will your very feitWul feeder be. 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. lExemit. 

■ Cares; 
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V. 

\ 

SCENE V. 

The same. 

Enter Amieks, Jaques^ and others^ 

SONG. 

Ami* Under the greenwood tree. 
Who loves to Ue'idth me. 
And time his merry note 
Unto tJie sweet bird's throat. 
Come hither, come hither, come hther; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy. 
But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. More, morej I pr*ythee> more. 

Ami. It will make you melancholy, monsieur 
Jaqties. 

Jaq. I thank it. More, I pr*ythee, more. I can 
sack melancholy out of a song, as a weazel sucks 
qgs : More, I pr'ythee, more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged}* I know^, I cannot please 
you. 

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me, I do de- 
sire you to sing: Come, more; another stanza; 
Cdl you them stanzas ? 

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Ndy, I care not for their names; they owe 
me nothing : Will you sing ? 

And. More at ]rour request, than to please myself. 

* Ragged sad nigged had fonnerly the lame meamng* 
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Jaq. Well then« if ever I thank any man^ IH 
ihank you: but that they call compliment^ is like the 
encounter of two dog-apes -, and when a man thanks 
me heartily^ methinks, I have given him a penny, 
and he readers me the beggarly thanks. Come^ sing; 
and you that will not^ hold your tongues. 

Ami. Well, FU end the song. — Sirs, cover the 
while; the duke will drink under this tree:— he hath 
been all this day to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too disputable^ for my company : I think of as 
many matters as he ^ but I give heavei^ thanks, and 
make no boast of them. Come, warb}e, come. 

SONG. 

Who doth ambition shun^ [All together here* 
And loves to live € the sun. 
Seeking the food he eats. 
And pleased with what h^ gets. 
Come hither, come hither, come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy, ^ 
But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. 1*11 give you a verse to this note, that I loade 
yesterday in despite of my inveiition. 
Ami. And 1*11 sing it. 
Jaq. Thus it goes : 

If it do come to pass. 

That any man turn ass 

Leaiping his wealth and ease, 

A stubborn will to please, 

3 Disputatious. 
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JDucdihne, ducddme, dttcddme; 

Here shall he see^ 

Gross fools as he. 
An if he will come to Ami, 

Ami. What's that ducddme? 

Jaq. Tis a Greek invocatiion, to call fools into a 
drde. 1*11 go sleep if I can j if I cannot^ 1*11 rail 
i^ainst all the first-born of Egypt. 

Amu And 1*11 go seek the duke; his banquet it 
prqiar*4* lExeunt severaUy. 

SCENE VI, 

The same. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Adam, Dear master^ I can go no further : O^ I die 
for food ! Here lie I down^ and measure out my gi^ave. 
Farewdl^ kind master. 

Orl, Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart in 
thee? Live a little 5 comfort a little; cheer thyself a 
little : If this uncouth, forest yield any thing savage, I 
will either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee. 
Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. For 
my sake, be. comfortable 5 hold death awhile at the 
arm's end : I will here be with thee presently ; and 
if I bring thee not something to eat, 1*11 give thee 
leave to die : but if thou diest before I come, thou 
art a mocker of my labour. Well said! thou look'st 
cheerly: and 1*11 be with thee quickly. — ^Yet thoa 
UjBSt in a^ bleak air: Come, I will bear thee to some 
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shelter ; and thou shalt not die for lack of a dinDer^ if 
there live any tibing in this desert. Cbeerly, good 
Adam ! [Exeimt, 

SCENE VII. 

The same. 

A table set out. Enter Duke senior, AMiivf^ 

Lords, and others* 

Duke S. I think he be transformed into a beast; 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1 Lord, My lord^ he is but even now gone hence; 
Here was he meny^ hearing of a song. . 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars,^ grow musical. 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres :— 
Go, seek him; tell him, I would speak with him. 

Enter Jaques. 

1 Lord, He saves my labour by his own ap^ 
proach. 

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur ! what a life 
is this. 
That your poor friends must woo your company? 
What ! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool !— I met a fool i' the foiest# 
A motley fool ; — a miserable world !— 
As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 
Who laid him down and bask*d him in the sar^ 
And rail*d on lady Fortime in good terms. 
In good set terms, — and yet a motl^ fodi 

4 Made up of discords. 
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Goo J-morrow, /oo/, quoth I: No, sir, quoth he, 
Ctdl me not fool, till keaoen hath sent me fortune : 
And ^en he drew a dial from his poke; 
And looking on it with lack-lustre eye. 
Says, very wisely. It is ten 0^ clock : 
Thus may we see, quoth he, h&u) tJte world wags: 
*Tis but an hour ago, since it was nine ; 
And (tfter an hour more, * twill be eleven; 
And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe, 
And then, from hour to hour, we rot, and rot. 
And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time. 
My lungs b^an to crow like chanticleer. 
That fools should be so deep-contemplative; 
And I did lau^, sans intermission. 
An hour by his dial.— -O noble fool ! 
A worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear.* 

Duke S. What fool is this ? 

Jaq, Q worthy fool!— One that hath been a 
courtier; 
And says, if ladies be but young, and fair. 
They have the gift to know it : and in his brain,— 
Which is as dry as the remainder bisket 
After k vD3rage,-*he hath strange places cramm*d 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms :«-0, that I were a fool ! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat 

Duke S, Thou shalt have one. 

Jaq. It is my only suit; 

Provided, that you weed your better judgnoents 
pf all opinion that grows rank in them, 

^ The £x>l was antiently dressed in a party-coloured eoat. 
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That I am wise. I must have liberty 

Withalj as large a charter as the windj 

To blow on whom I please 3 for so fools have : 

And they that are most galled with my folly^ 

They most must laugh: And why^ sir^ must thqr so? 

The "why is plain as way to parish church : 

He, that a fool doth very wisely hit. 

Doth very foolishly, although he smart. 

Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not. 

The wise n^in's folly is anatomized 

Even by the squandring glances of the fool. 

Invest me in my motley 3 give me leave 

To speak my mind, and I will through and through 

Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, . 

If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Duke S. Fye on thee ! I can tell what thou wouldst 
. do. 

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do, but good? 

Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding 
sin: 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine. 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself 3 
And all the embossed sores, and headed evils, . 
That thou with licence of free foot hast caught, 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 

Ja^, Why, who cries out on pride. 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea. 
Till that the very very means do ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name. 
When that I say. The city- woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders^} 
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"Who can come in^ and sdy^ that I mean her> 

When such a one as she, such is her neighbour ? 

Or what is he of basest function. 

That says, his bravexy* is not on my cost, 

{Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 

His folly to the mettle of my speech ? 

There tlien } How, what then ? Let me see wherein 

My tongue hath wrongM him: if it do him ri^t, 

Ttien he hath wronged himself; if he be free^ 

"Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies, 

Undaim'd of any man. — ^But who comes here ? 

Eater Orlando, with his sword drawn, 

OrL Forbear, and eat no more. 

Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet. 

OrL Nor shalt not,« till necessity be 8erv*/d. 

Jaq. Of what kind should this cock comie of? 

DukeS. Art thou thus bdden'd, man, by thy 
distress; 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners. 
That in civiHty thou seem'st so empty ? 

OrL You touch'd my vein at first; the thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the show 
Of smoodi civility : yet am I inland bred,^ 
And know some nurture :^ But forbear, I say; 
He dies, that touches any of this fruit, 
TIU I and n^ affairs are answered. 

Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason, 
I must die. 

Duke S. What would you have? Your gentleness 
shall force, 

* Finery. 7 Well brought up. * Good rnannen. 
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More than your force move ub to gentleness. 

Orl, 1 almost die for food, and let me have it. 

Duke S, Sit down and feed^ and welcome to ooi* 
table. 

Orl, Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray you: 
I thought, that all things had been savage here> 
And therefore put I on the coontenance 
Of stem commandment : But whate'^ yqu aie# 
That in this desert inaccessible. 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs^ 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
If ever you have look*d on better days^ 
Jf ever been where bells have knolFd to church | 
If ever sat at any good man*8 feast ; 
If ever from your eye-lids wip*d a tear, 
J^d know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ; . 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
In the whidi hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better d^} 
And have with holy bell been knoll*d to church j 
And sat at good men's feasts $ and wip*d our eyeil 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender*d : 
And therefore sit.you down in gentleness^ 
And take upon command what help we have. 
That to your wanting may be ministred* 

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little whil^ 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn. 
And giire it food. There is an old poor man. 
Who after me hath many a weary step 
Iimp*d in pure love ; till he be first 6uf&c*di— 
Oppressed with two weak evils, age and hunger,—' 
I will not touch a bit. 
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Duke S, Go find him out^ 

And we will nothing waste till 70a return. 

OrU I thank je; and be bless*d for 7oar good 
comfort! [Exit. 

Duke S* Thoa seest^ we are not all alone on* 
happy: 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
"Wherein we play in. 

Jaq: All the world^s a stage> 

And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exits^ and their entrances ; 
And one man in his time plays many parts^ 
His acts being seven ages. At firsts the infant. 
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms ; 
And then> the whining school-boy^ with his satchel. 
And shining morning face^ creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school : And then, the lover; 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to Us mistress* eye-brow: Then, a soldier ; 
Fall of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard. 
Jealous in honour, sudden^ and quick in quarrel. 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth: And then, the justice; 
In fair roimd belly, with good capon lin'd. 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 
Poll of wise saws and modern' instances, 
And'go he plays his part : The sixth age shifts 
Into tiie lean and slippered pantaloon 1 
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 
His youthful hose well sav'd, a world too wide 

• Violent. * Trite, common. 
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For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voioe> 
Taming again toward childish treble^ pipes 
And whistles in his sound : Last scene pf ali^ 
That ends this strange eventful history^ 
Is second childishness^ and mere oblivion ; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

Re-enter Orlando, with Adam. 

Duke S. Welcome: Set down your venetabk 
burden. 
And let him feed. 

Orl. I thank you most for him. 

Adam, So had you need } 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself^ 

Duke S. Welcome, fall to : I will not trouble you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes :— 
Give us some musick j and, good cousin, sing. 

Amieks singt, 
SONG. 

I. 

Blow J blow, thou winter wind, 
Thxm art not so unkind* 
As nuaCs ingratitude} 
Thy tooth is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen. 
Although thy breath be rude* 
Heigh, ho / sing, height ho I' unto the green koHhf: 
Most friendship is feigning^ most loving merefoUf: 
Then, heigh, ho, the holly / . 
This Itfe is most jolly, 

* Unnatural. 
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II. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky. 
That dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp. 
Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remembered ' not, 
He^h, ho! sing, heigh, ho! &c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good sir Rowland's 
Bon,-^ 
As you have whisper'd faithfully, you. were 5 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness -» 
Most truly limn'd, and living in your face^— » 
Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke^ 
That lov'd your father: The residue of your fortune^ 
Go to my cave and tell me.— ^Good old man^ 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is : 
Support him by the arm. — Give me your hand> 
Aiid let me all your fortunes understand. lExeunt, 

ACT III. 

SCENE I. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Oliver, Lords, and 

Attendants, 

Duke JP. Mot see him since ? Sir, sir, that cannot 
be: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 

m 

3 Remembering. 
VOL. XU. L 
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I should not seek an absent argument , 
Of my revenge^ thou present : But look to it ; 
Knd out thy brother, wheresoe'er he is j 
Seek him with candle^ bring him dead or livings 
Within this twelvemonth^ or turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands^ and all things that thou dost call thine^ 
Worth seizure^ do we seize into our hands ; 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouthy 
Of what we think against thee. 

OU. O, that your highness knew my beart in this! 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Duke F. More villain thou.*— Wellj push himiMt 
of doors; 
And let n^ offioen of such a nature 
Make an extent ^ upon his house and londi : 
Do this expediently,' and turn him goiog. [£i«im^» 

SCENE II. 

r^c Forest. 

Enter Orlando^ uitk a paper. 

OrL Hang there, my verse, in witness of my loye: 

And, thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste'eye, from thy pale sphere above, 

Thy huntress* name, that my full life doth swa/. 
O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books. 

And in their barks my thoughts 1*11 cdiaracter; 
That evexy eye, which in this forest looks. 

Shall see thy virtue witnessed every where. 

4 Seize by legal process. s Expeditiously* 
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txm, van, Orlando 5 oarve^ on eveiy tree^ 

The fiiir^ the chaste^ and unexpressive^ she. [Emi. 

Easter Co&iir and Touchstove. 

CoF, And how like you this «hepherd*fi life> master 
Ibnohstone ? 

Touchy Tnilfj shepherd^ in respect of itself^ it is 
a good life ; but in respect that it is a shepherd's life« 
it to naught. Iti respect that it is solitary^ I like it 
9pry well $ but in respect that it is private^ it is a very 
vile life. Now in respect it is in the fields, it pleasetfi 
floe wdl; but in respect it is not in the court, it is 
(adieaa. As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my 
humour well ; but as there is no more plenty in it, it 
goes muoh against my stoma<^. Hast any philosophy 
lathee, ahej^rd? 

Cor, No more, but that I know, the more one 
alekens, the worse at ease he is 5 and that he that 
wanlB money, means, and content, is without three 
good friends I'^-That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn : That good pasture makes fat sheep; 
and that a great cause of the night, is lack of the 
eon : That he, that hath learned no wit by nature nor 
art, mi^ complain of good breeding, or comes of a 
vwy dull kindred. 

Touch, Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast 
e?er in court, shepherd ? 

Cor. No, truly. 

Touch. Then thou art damn*d. 

Cor. Nay, I hope,*— 

* Inexpressible. 
l2 
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Touch. Truly, thou art dainn'd; like an ill-roasted 
egg> all on one side. 

Cor. For not being at court ? Your reason. 

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou 
never 8aw*st good manners; if thou never saw*st 
good manners, then thy manners must be wicked; 
and wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation : Thou 
art in a parlous state, shepherd. 

Cor. Not a whit, Touchstone: those, that axe good 
manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the countiy, 
as the behaviour of the country is most mockable at 
the court. You told me, you salute not at the court, 
but you kiss your hands ; that courtesy would be un- 
cleanly, if courtiers were shepherds. 

Touch. Instance, briefly; come, instance. 

Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes; and 
their fells, you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier's hands sweats 
and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as the 
sweat of a man ? Shallow, shallow : A better in- 
stance, I say; come. 

Cor. Besides, our hands are hard. 

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner. Shal- 
low, again : A more sounder instance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the 
surgery of our sheep; And would you have us kiss * 
tar ? The courtier's hands are perfumed with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man! Thou worms-meat. In 
respect of a good piece of flesh : Indeed ! — Learn of 
the wise, and perpend: Civet is of a baser birth than 
tar ; the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the in- 
stance^ shepherd. 
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-Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; I'll rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damn'd? God help thee, 

shallow man ! God make incision in thee ! thou art 

raw.' 

Cwr. Sir, I am a true labourer 5 I earn that I eat 
get that I wear 5 owe no man hate, envy no man's 
happiness) glad of other men's good, content with 
iny harm : and the greatest of my pride is, to see my 
ewes graze, and my lambs suck. 

Touch, That is another simple sin in you 5 to bring 
the ewes and the rams together, and to ofier to get 
your living by the copulation of cattle : to be bawd 
to a bell-wether) and to betray a she^lamb of a 
twelvemonth, to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram> 
out of all reasonable match. If thou be'st not damn'd 
for this, the devil himself will have no shepherds) I 
cannot see else how thou shouldst 'scape. 

Cor, Here comes young master Ganymede, my 
new mistress's brother. 

Enter Rosalind, reading a paper, 

Ro8« From the east to 'western Indy 
No jewel is like Rosalind, 
. Her worth, being mounted on the wind. 
Through all the world bears Rosalind, 
All the pictures, fairest lin*d,* 
Are hut black to Rosalind, 
Let no face be kept in mind. 
But the f air ^ of Rosalind. 

Touch. I'll rhyme you so, eight years together) 

' Unexperienced. 
* Delineated* 9 Complexion, beauty. 
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dinnetSi and sMp^pen, and sleeping hotmesoeptdd; 
it if the right batter-wonian's rank to market. 

Ros. Out, fool! 

Touch. For a taste :— 

Jfa hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek out Rosalind* 

If the cat will qfter kind. 

So, be sufe, will Rosalind, 

Winter^garments must be lin'd. 

So must slendef RosaUnd. 

They that reap, must sheaf and bind; 

Then to cart uith Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sowrest rind. 

Such a nut u Rosalind^ 

He that sweetest rose willjlnd, 

Must^nd love's prick, and Rosalind, 

This is the very false gallop of verses j Why do you 
infect yourself with them. 

Ros. Peace, you dull fool^ I found them on a tree. 

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. 1*11 grafF it with you, and then I shall graff it 
with a medlar : then it will be the eaiiiest fruit in the 
country: for you'll be rotten e*er you be half ripe, 
and that's the right virtue of the medlar. 

Touch. You have said 3 but whether wisely or no, 
let the forest judge. 

Enter Celia, reading a paper » 

Ros. peace! 
Here comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 
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VLW^fkovldtkisdetertsiientbef 
Far it is unpeopled f No; 
Tongues Pll hang on eoery tree, 
Tkat shall chil' sayings show. 
Some, hxm brief the life qfnum 
Runs his erring pilgrimage ; 
That tke stretching of a span 
Buckles in his sum qfage. 
Some, of violated vom 

'Twixt the souls qfjriend and friend i 
But upon the fairest boughs^ 

Or at every sentence^ end, 
WiU I Rosalinda write; 

Teaching all that read, to know 
The quintessence of etery sprite 

Heaven xoould ^ little shorn. 
Ther^bre heaven nature charg'i 

That one body should beJilTd 
With all graces xoide enlarged : 

Nature presently distiWd 
Helen's cheek, but not her heart; 

Cleopatra's majesty ; 
Atalanta's better part ; 

Sai Lucretia's modesty » 
Thus Roialind of many parts 

By heavenly synod was devis'd; 
Clf many faces, eyes, and hearts. 

To have the touches* dearest pri%'d» 
Heaven would that she these gifts should hace^ 

And I to live and die her slave. 

' Qtiitt folemn* * Featuiei. 
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Ros, O most gentle Jupiter !*-^what tedious honu]) 
of love have you wearied your parishioners withal 
and never cry'd. Have patience, good people ! 

Cel. How now ! back friends 5— ^Shepherd^ go of 
a little :•— Go with him^ sirrah. 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honour 
able retreat} though not with bag and baggage, yc 
with scrip and scrippage. 

\Exeunt CoaiN and Touchstoki 
Ceh Didst thou hear these verses ? 
Ros, O, yes, I heard them all, and more too ; fc 
some of them had in them more feet than the vesu 
would bear. 

Cel, That's nO maliter) the feet might bear tl 
verses. 

Ros, Ay, but the feet were lame, and could d< 
bear themselves without the verse, and therefo: 
stood lamely in the verse. 

Cel, But didst thou hear, without wondering ho 
thy name should be hang'd apd carved upon the 
trees ? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the woi 
der, before you came 3 for look here what I found ( 
a palm-tree : I was never so be-rhymed sinCe Pyth 
goras' time, that I was an Irish rat, which I c 
hardly remember. 

Cel, Trow you, who hath dqne this ? 
Ros, Is it a man ? 

. Cel, And a chain, that you once wore, about J 
neck : Change you colour ? 
Ros. I pr*ythee, who ? 
Cel. O lord, lord! it is a hard matter for friez: 
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to meet} but mountains may be removed with earth* 
quakes^ and so encounter. 

Ros, Nay, but who is it ? 

CeL is it possible ? 

Has. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary 
ydbemence, tell me who it is^ 

Cel, O wonderful, wondertul, and most wondeiiul 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that 
4mt of all whooping !^ 

jRcw. Good my complexion ! dost thou think, 
though I am caparison*d like a man, I have a doublet 
and hose in my disposition ? One inch of delay more 
is a South-sea-off discovery. I pr*ythee, tell me, who 
Ss it ? quickly, and speak apace : I would thou 
couldst stanomer, that thou might*st pour this con- 
cealed man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of 
narrow-mouth'd bottle -, either too much at once, or 
none at all. I pr'j^ee take the cork out of thy 
moudi, that I may drink thy tidings; 

CeL So you may put a man in your belly. 

Ros. Is he of God*s making? What manner pf 
man ? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth, a 
beard? 

CeL Nay, he hath but a litde beard. 

Ros, Why, God will send more, if the man \nll 
be thankful : let me stay the growth of his beard, if 
thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

CeL It is young Oilando^ that tripp'd up the 
wrestler's heels, and your heart, botl^in an instant. 

Roi. Nay, but the devil take mocking} speak sad 
brow, and true maid.^ 

9 Out of ^1 measure. 4 Speak seriously and hones|l/. 
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Cd. rfiudi^ Goz^ *tb he. 

"Rm. Orlando? 

Ctl. Orlando. 

TiM. Alas the day! what shall I do with xuf 
doublet and hose ? — ^What did he^ when thoa iaw*ft 
him? What said he? How look*d he? Wheiein went 
he?^ What makes he here? Did he ask for me? 
Where remains he? How parted he with thee? 
and when shalt thou see him again? Answer me in 
one word. 

CcL You must borrow me Gangantoa's^ mootli 
first : *tis a word too great for ai^ month of this 
age*s size: To say, ay, and no, to these particalart* 
is more than to answer in a catechism. 

"Ros, But doth he know that I am in this fofestj 
and in man's apparel ? Looks he as fiieshly as hd did 
the day he wrestled ? 

Cd. It is as easy to count atomies,? as to resdve 
the propositions of a lover :— -but take a taste of ntf 
finding him, and relish it with a good observance. I 
fbi!ind him under a tree, like a dropped acorn. 

"Bjbs, It may well be called Jove*8 tree, when it 
drops forth such fruit. 

Cd, Give me audience, good madam. 
' ' Jtoj. Proceed. 

Cd. There lay he, stretched along^ like a wounded 
knight. 

Ros. Though it be pity to see sudi a sight, it well 
becomes the ground. 

Cd. Cry, holla ! to thy tongue, I pr*ydiee 5 it 

5 How was he dressed? 
^ The giant of Rabelais. ^ Motes* 
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corvets veiy unfieasotuibly. He was fumish'd like a 
hmter. 

fio9. O onunoUfl ! he comes to kill my heart. 

Cd, I would sing my song without a burden i 
AoD briog'st me out of tune. 

Rot* Do you not know I am a woman ? when I 
ddiik, I must Bpeak. Sweety say on. 

Enter Orlando and Jaques* 
Cel, You bring me out: — Soft! comes he not 

Roi» Tis he j slii^k by> And note him. 

[Celia and Rosalind retire^ 

Jaq, I thank yoU for your company j but, good 
filthy I had as lief have been myself alone. 

OrL And bo had I; but yet, for fashion sake, I 
thank you too for your society. 

Jaq. God be with you; let's meet as little as we 
can. 

Orl. I do desire we may be better strangers. 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing 
love*8ong8 in their barks. 

OrU I pray you, mar no more of my verses with 
leading them ill-favouredly. 

Jaq. kosalind is your love*s name ? 

OH. Yesj just. 

Jaq. I do not like her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you, when 
ihe was christened. 

Jaq. What stature is she of? 

Orl. Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are iuU of pretty answers : Have you 
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not been acquainted with goldsmiths* wives^ and 
conn'd them out of rings ? 

Orl, Not so; but I answer you right painted cloth,' 
from whence you have -studied your questions. 

Jaq. You have a nimble witj I think it was made 
of Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with me? 
and we two will rail against our mistress the world, 
and all oiu* miser}\ 

Orl, I will chide no breather in thp world, but 
myself 5 against whom I know inost faults. 

Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orl. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

Jaq, By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, when 
I found you. 

Orl. He is drown'd in the brook) look but in, and 
you shall see him. 

Jaq, There shall I see mine own figure. 

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool, or a C3rpher. 

Jaq. 1*11 tarry no longer with you: fareweU, good 
ligniorlove. 

0/7. I am glad of yoiur departure 3 adieu, good 
monsieur melancholy, 

[Exit Jaques. — Celia and Rosalivd 
come forward, 

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, 
and under that habit play the knave with him.— Do 
you hear, forester ? 

Orl. Very well 3 What would you ? 

Ros, I pray you, what is't a clock ? 

* An Illusion to the moral sentences on old tapestry 
hangings* 
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Orl. You should ask me, what time o'day 5 there's 
no dock in the forest. 

Bjos, Then there is no true lover in the forest; 
clae sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a 
dock. 

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time ? had 
not that been as proper ? 

iiotf. By no means, sir: Time travels in divers 
paces with divers persons: Til tell you who time 
ambles ixdthal, who time trots withal, who time 
gallops withal, and who he stands still withal. 
Orl. I pr'ythee, who doth he trot withal ? 
Hoi. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be- 
tween the contract of her marriage, and the day it is 
lolenuiized : if the interim be but a se'nnight, time's 
pace is so hard that it seems the length of seven 
years. 
Orl. Who ambles time withal ? 
"Bjm. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich 
man that hath not the gout : for the one sleeps easily^ 
because he cannot study; and tlie other lives merrily, 
because he feels no pain : the one lacking the burden 
of lean and wasteful learning ; the other knowing no 
barden of heavy tedious penury : These time ambles 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Koff. With a thief to the gallows : for though he 
go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too 
loon there* 

Orl. Who stays it still withal ? 

So^t With lawyers in the vacation : for they sleep 
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between temi and temi> and then they percdve not 
how time moves. 

OrL Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Ros, With this shepherdesti, my fister) here intbt 
•kirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

OrL Are you native of this place ? 

Ros. As the coney, that you se^ dwell where she 
is kindled. 

OrL Your accent is something fioor than you ddd 
imrchase in so removed ^ a dw^ing. 

Rom. I have been told so of many: but,- indeed, 
an old religious uncle of miue taught cde to apeak, 
who wa» in his youth an in^land' mnn^ one that 
knew courtship too well, for there be fell in love. I 
bave heard him read many leotur^ againat it i and , 
I thank God, I am not a woman, to be tCNicb'd with \ 
$o many giddy offences as be hath generally tas^d ■] 
their Wliole sex withal. ; 

OrL Can you remember any of the principal «rih, > 
that he laid to the charge of women ? 

Ros. There were none principal j they wem lil , 
like one another, as half-pence are : every one fiult 
seeming monstrous, till his fellow fault came to , 
match it. 

OrL I pr*ythee, recount some of them. 

Ros. No; 1 will not cast away my physick, but -i 
on those that are sick. There is a man bauets the i 
jforest, that abuses our young plants wkb canring 
Rosalind on their barks ; hangs odes upon haw-tlion|i> 
and elegies on brambles 5 all, forsooth, deifying the 
name of Rosalind: if I could meet that fancy-mon- 

• Sequestered. * Civilized. 
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gjstp I would give him some good coansd^ for he 
seems to have the quotidian of love upon him. 

OrL I am he that is so love-shaked j I pray you^ 
tell me your remedy. 

Roi. Them is none of my uncle's marks upon 
you : he taught me how to know a man in love ; in 
vliich cage of rushes^ I am 6ure> you are not pri- 



OrL What were his marks ? 

Rot, A lean cheeky which you have not : a blue 
tfe» and tonken; which you have not; an un- 
qoestionable spirit;^ which you have not: a beajd 
neglected } which you have not :-~but I pardon you 
iur diati for, sunply, your having' in beard is a 
ywingrr hsn^thef s revenue i-^-lhen your hose should 
tn nngarter^d, your bonnet unhanded, your sleeve 
inbnttoned, your shoe untied, and every thing about 
yon demonstrating a careless desolation. But you are 
no sadbt nan} you are rather point-device^ in your 
iccoatremeots} as loving yoursdf, than seeming the 
lofver ^rf" say other. 

OrL ndr youth, I would I could make thee believo 
•I love. 

Ros. Me believe it? you may as soon make her 
diat you lo^e believe it 5 which, I warrant, she is 
•ptar to do, than to confess she does : that is one of 
tte pcnnts in the which women still give the lie fo 
Ibeir oonsdenees. But, in good sooth, are you he 
. tiat lumgt the verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind 
h 10 admired? 

* A spirit averse to conTcrsation. < Estate. 

♦ Over.exact. 
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Oil. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 

Ro8» But are you so much iii love as your rhymes 
«peak ? 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how 
much. 

Ros. fx)ye is merely a madness; and, I tell yon, 
deserves as well a dark house and d whip, as mad- 
men do: and the reason why thiey are not so punish- 
ed and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, that 
the whif^rs are in love too : Yet I profess curing k 
by counsel. , 

OrL Did you ever cure any so ? 

Ros. Yes, one 5 and in this manner. He was to 
imagine me his love, his mistress ; and I set him 
every day to woo me : At which time would I, being 
but a moonish^youth, grieve, be efieminate, change- 
able, longing, and likings proud, fantastical, apish, 
shallow, inconstant, full of tears, fiill of smiles j for 
every passion something, and for no passion truly 
any thing, as boys and women are for the nx»t part 
cat^e of this colour : would now like him, now 
loath him; then entertain him, then forswear him; 
now weep for him, then spit at him; tbat.I diave 
my suitor from his mad humour of love, to a liviqg 
humour of madness ; which was, to forswear the fuU 
stream of the world, and to live in a nook merely 
sponastick: And thus I cured him; and this way 
will I take upon me to wash your liver as ctean as 
a' sound sheep's heart, that there shall not be one 
spot of love in't. 

$ Variable. 
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OrL I would not be cured, youth. 

Ros. I would cure you, if you would but call 
me Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and 
woo me. 

OrL Now, by the faith of my love, I will 5 tell me 
where it is. 

, Ros. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you : and, 
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest jrou 
lire: Will you go? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros, Nay, you must call me Rosalind: — Ck)me, 
sister^ will you go ? lExemt. 

SCENE III, 

ftUer Touchstone and Audrey; Jaquss at a 

distance, observing them, 

• Tmich. Ck>me apace, good Audrey ; I will fetch up 
yaer goats, Audrey : And how, Audrey ? am I the 
man yet ? Doth my simple feature content you ? 

Awd. Your features! Lord warrant us! what 
ieatares? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
meet capricious^ poet, honest Ovid, was among the 
Goths. 

^ Jaq^ O knowledge ill-inhabited ! ' worse than Jove 
in a tfaatch'd house ! [^Aside, 

Touch, When a man's verses cannot be under- 
stood, nor a man's good wit seconded with the for- 
waid child, understanding, it strikes a man more 

^ Lascivious. ^ IlL-lodgedi 

VOL. III. M 
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dead than a great reckoning in a little roOtn :— 'Trotyl 
I would the gods had made thee poetical. 

Aud. I do not know what poetical is : Is it honest 
in deed^ and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

Touch, No, truly 3 for the truest poetry is the most 
feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry 3 and what 
they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, they do 
feign. 

Aud, Do you wish then, that the gods had made 
me poetical? 

Touch. I do, truly : for thou swear*8t to me> thou 
art honesty now, if thou wert a poet, I might hare 
some hope thou didst feign. 

Aud. Would you not have me honest ? 

Touch. No truly, unless thou wert hard-favour'd: 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honqr < 
sauce to sugar. 

Jaq. A material fool !* [Aside. 

Aud. Well, I am not fair^ and therefore I pray the 
gods make me honest ! 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a 
foul slut, were to put good meat into an unclean 
dish. 

Aud. I ^m not a slut, though I thank the gods I 
am foul.9 

Touch. Well, praised be die gods for thy foulness! 
sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as it may 
be, I will marry thee : and to that end, I have been 
with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next vil- 
lage; who hath promised to meet me in this ^ce ol 
the forest, and to couple us. 

> A fool with matter in bim« ^ Homely* 
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Jaq. I would fain see this meeting. [^Aside. 

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy ! 

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fear- 
ful heart, stagger in this attempt ^ for here we have 
no temple but the wood, no assembly but horn- 
beasts, fiut what though ? Courage ! As horns are 
odious^ they are necessary. It is said, — Many a man 
knows no end of his goods : right : many a man ha^ 
;ood horns, and knows no end of them. Well, that 
is the dowry of his wifej 'tis none of his own getting. 

Htooms ? Even so : Poor men alone ^— No, no j 

he noblest deer hath them as huge as the rascal.' Is 
3ie sin^ man therefore blessed ? No : as a wall'd 
t6Wn is more worthier than a village, so is the fore* 
bead of a married nikn more honourable than the bare 
broW OT a bachelor : and by how much defence* is 
better than no skill, by so much is a horn more pre« 
doiis thdn to want. 

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 

Here comes sir Oliver : — Sir Oliver Mar-text, you 
are well met : Will you despatch us here under this 
tree, or shall we go with you to your chapel? 

Sir OIL' Is there none here to give the woman? 

Touch. 1 will not take her on gift of any man. 

iSitr OH. Truly, she must be given, or the marriage 
is not lawful. 

Jaq. [Discoverivg himself,'] Proceed, proceed 5 111 
l^ve her. 

Touch. Good even, good master JFhat ye cdVt: 

M 2 

' Lean deer aie called rascal deer. ^ The art of fencing* 
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How do you, sir? You are very well met: God*ild 
you^ for your last company: I am very glad to see 
you: — Even a toy in hand here, sir:— Nay 5 pray, 
be covered. 
Jaq, Will you be married, motley > 
Touch. As the ox hath his bow,^ sir, the horse 
his curb, and the faulcon her bells, so man hath bis 
desires ; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be 
nibbling. 

Jaq, And will you, being a man of your breeding, 
be married under a bush, like a beggar? Get you to 
church, and have a good priest that can tell you wbat 
marriage is : this fellow will but join you together as 
they join wainscot; then one of you will prove a 
shrunk paimel, and, like green timber, warp, waip. 
Touch. I am not in the mind but I were better to 
be married of him than of another : for he is not 
like to marry me well 5 and not being well manried^ 
\t will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my 
wife, ^ [Aside, 

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee, 
Touch. Come, sweet Audrey; 
We must be married, or we must live in bawdxy. 
Farewell, good master Oliver! 
Not — O sweet Oliver, 
O brave Oliver, 
Leave me not behi* thee ; 
But — ^Wind away. 
Begone, I say, 
I will not to wedding wi' thee* 

[Exeunt Jaq. Touch, and Audrey. 

' God reward you. ^ Yoke* 
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Sir OIL Tis no mattery ne*er a fantastical knave 
of them all shall flout me out of my calling. lExit. 

SCENE IV. 

The same. Before a Cottage, 
Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ras0 Never talk to me^ I will weep. 

CeL Do> I pr'ythee} but yet have the grace to 
eoiisider> that tears do not become a man. 
^ R08, But have I not cause to weep ? 
' Ce/. As good cause as one would desire 5 therefore 
weep* 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 

Cei» Something browner than Judas's: marry^ his 
Idises are Judas's own children. 

Ros» TM€i, his hair is of a good colour. 

Cd^ An excellent colour : your chesnut was ever 
the only edour. 

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the 
touch of holy bread. 

Cel, He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana : 
a nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more religious- 
I7; the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Ros. But why did he swear he would come this 
mornings and comes not? 

Cel. Nay certainly^ there is no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think so ? 

Cd. Yes : I think he is not a pick-purse^ nor a 
horse-stealer; but for his verity in love^ I do think 
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him as concave as a covered goblet^ or a worn* 
eaten nut. 

Ros, Not true in love ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in; but, I think he is 
not in. 

Ros. You have heard him swear downright, he 
tvas. 

Cel. JVas is not is : besides, the oath of a lover ii 
no stronger than the word of a tapster; they are both 
the confirmers of false reckonings : He attends here 
in the forest oii the duke your father. 

Ros, 1 met the duke yesterday, and had much 
question ^ with him ; He asked me, of what parent* 
age I was ; I told him, of as good as he ; so be laugh*d| 
and let me go. But what talk we of fathers, when 
there is such a noian as Orlando ? 
. CeL O, that's a brave man ! he writes brave verses, 
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and breaks 
them bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of his 
lover ;^ as a puny tilter, that spurs bis hors^ but on 
one side, breaks his staff like a noble goose; but all's 
brave> that youth mounts, and foUy guides :•— Who 
comes here } 

Enter Corin. 

Cor. Mistress, and master, you have <^ epquire(i 
After the shepherd that complained of love; 
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf. 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

Cel, Well, and what of hiw? 

* 

s Conversation. ^ Mistresst 
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Cor, If you will see a pageant truly plajr'd. 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdaiq^ 
Ipo Jb^pce a little^ and I shall conduct you^ 
If you will mark it, 

Ros. O, come^ let us rempve; 

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love : — 
Bring us unto this sights and you shall say 
%% pjTQVe 9 busy actor in their play. [Exetmt^ 



SCENE V. 
Another part oftlte Forest, 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

SU. Sweet Phebe^ do not scorn me; do not> Phebe : 
Say^ that you love me not ; but say not so 
In bitterness : Tlie common executioner^ 
Whose heart the accustom'd sight of death makes 

hard^ 
Fdls not the axe upon the humbled neck^ 
But first begs pardon; Will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 

Enter Ros^ilind^ Celia, and CoRiir, at a 

distance. 

Phe. I would not be thy executioner; 
I % thee^ fpr I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'st me, there is murder in mine eye : 
lis pretty^ sure, and very probable. 
That eyes>«-that are the fraiFst and softest things. 
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Who shut their coward gates on atomies,— 
Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart ; 
And, if mine eyes can wound/ now let them kiU 

thee; 
Now counterfeit to swoon; why now fall down; 
Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame, 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers. 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee: 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush. 
The cicatrice and capable impressure 
Thy palm soipe moment keeps : but now mine eyeSj 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not ; 
Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 

SiL O dear Phebe, 

If ever, (as that ever may be near,) 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy,' 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That love's keen arrows make, 

Phe. But, till that time, 

Come not thou near me : and, when that time comes. 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not j 
As, till that time, I shall not pity thee* 

Ros, And why, I pray you? lAdvancing.'] Who 
might be your mother. 
That you insult, exult, and all at once. 
Over the wretched? What though you have more 

beauty, 
(As, by my faith, I see no more in you 

7 Love. 
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Than without candle may go dark to bed,) 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless ? 
Why, what means this? Why do you look on me? 
[ see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of nature*s sale-work : — Od's my little life ! 
[ think, she means to tangle my eyes too :— - 
t^o, 'faith, proud misjtress, hope not after it ; 
Us not your inky brows, your black-silk hair, 
STour bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream, 
rhat can entame my spirits to your worship.— 
ITou foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow het, 
[ike foggy south, puffing with wind and rain ? 
STou are a thousand times a properer man, 
rhan she a woman : *Tis such fools as you, 
rhat make the world full of ill-favour*d children: 
Us not her glass, but you, that flatters her; 
^nd out of you she sees herself more proper, 
rhan any of her lineaments can show her.— 
But, mistress, know yourself; down on your knees, 
\nd thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love: 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear,— 
Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets : 
Dry the man mercy ; love him ; take his offer; 
Poul is most foul, being foul to be a scofier. 
So take her to thee, shepherd; — ^fare you well. 

Fhe, Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year to- 
gether ; 
I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 

Bm, He's fallen in love with her foulness, and 
she'll fall in love with my anger : If it be so, as fast 
as she answers thee with frowning looks, I'll sauce 
her with bitter words.—- Why look you so upon me ? 
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Phe. For no ill will I bear you. 

Ros. I pray you^ do not fall in love with me. 
For I am falser than vows made in wine : 
Besides^ I like you not : If you will know my house, 
Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by :— 
Will you go, sister? — Shepherd, ply her hard:— 
Come, sister : — Shepherdess, look on him better. 
And be not proud: though all the world could see. 
None could be so abus*d in sight as he. 
Come, to our flock. 

lEieunt Rosalind, Celia, and Corik. 

Phe. Dead shepherd! now I find thy saw of mi^tj 
Who ecer lao^d, that lov'd not atjirst sight ? 

Sil. Sweet Phebe,— 

Phe. Ha ! what say'st thou, Silvius? 

SiL Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 

Sil. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be 5 
If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 
By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermin'd. 

Phe, Thou hast my love; Is not. that neigh- 
bourly ? 

Sil. I would have you. 

Phe. Why, that were covetousness. 

SHvius, the tiipe was, that I hated thee; 
And yet it is not, that I bear thee love: 
But since that thon canst talk of love so well. 
Thy company, which erst was irksome to me, 
I will endure ; and I'll employ thee tod : , 
But do not look for further recompense. 
Than thine own gladness that thou art employed. 
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Sil. So holy, and so perfect is my love^ 
AimJ I in such ^ poverty of grace. 
That I shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To gleat) the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps : loose now and then 
A scattered smile, and that I'll live upon. 

Phe. Know'si thou the youth that spoke to me ere 
while ? 

Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft j 
And he hath bought the cottage, and the bounds, 
T?hat the old carlot* once was master of. 

Phe. Think not I love him, though I ask for him; 
"Es but a peevish 9 boy : — ^yet he talks well 5— 
But what care I for words ? yet words do well. 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth : — not very pretty :— 
But, sure, he's proud; and yet his pride becomes 

him: 
He'll make a proper man : The best thing in him 
Is his complexion -, and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not tall ; yet for his years he's tall : 
His l<3g is but so so ; and yet 'tis well ; 
There was a pretty redness in his lip} 
A little riper and more lusty red 
Than that mix'd in his cheek 3 'twas just the diiler^ 

ence 
Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him : but, for my part> 

■ • Peasant. 9 silly. 
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I love him not^ nor hate him not} and yet 

I have more cause to hate him than to love him: 

For what had he to do to chide at mie ? 

He said^ mine eyes were blacky and my hair black; 

And, now I am remember'd, scom'd at me: 

I marvel, why I answer'd not again : 

•But that's all one } omittance is no quittance. 

I'll write to him a very taunting letter. 

And thou shalt bear it 5 Wilt thou, Silvius ? 

SiL Phebe, with all my heart. 

Phe. I'll write it straightj 

The matter's in my head, and in my heart : 
I will be bitter with him, and passing short: 
Go with me, Silvius. lExemt* 

ACT IV. 
SCENE I. The same. 

Enter Rosalind Celia, and Jaques. 

Jaq, I pr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be better 
acquainted with thee. 

Ros. They say, you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq. I am so; I do love it better than laughing. 

Ros, Those, that are in extremity of either, are 
abominable fellows j and betray themselves to every 
modem censure, worse than drunkards. 

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothmg. 

Ros. Why then, 'tis good to be a post. 

Jaq, I have neither the scholar's melancholy, which 
is emulation ; nor the musician's, which is fantasti- 
cal; nor the coui:tier's, which is proud; nor the sol- 
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dier's, which is ambidous^ nor the lawyer's^ which 
18 politick; nor the lady's^ which is nice;' nor the 
Iover*s> which is all these : but it is a melancholy of 
mine own, compounded of many simples^ extracted 
from man^ objects: and^ indeed^ the sundry con* 
templation of my travels^ in which ray often rumina« 
tion wraps me, is a most humorous sadness. 

,2liw. A traveller! By my faith, you have great 
reason to be «ad: I fear, you have sold your own 
lands, to see other men's ; then, to have seen much, 
and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor 
hands. 

Jaq, Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Ro8» And your experience makes you sad : I had 
rather have a fool to make me merry, than experience 
to make me sad 3 and to travel for it too. 

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear RosaHnd ! 

Jaq. l^ay then, God be wi' you, an you talk in 
blank verse. [EnY. 

Ros, Farewell, monsieur traveller : Look^ you lisp, 
and wear strange suits; disable* all the bene'fits of 
your own country; be out of love with your nativity, 
and almost chide God for making you that counte- 
nance you are; or I will scarce think you have swam 
in a gondola.— Why, how now, Orlando! where 
have you been all this while ? You a lover?— An you 
serve me such another trick, never come in my sight 
more. 

Ort. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of 
my promise. 

' Trifling. ^ Undervalue. 



174 AS YOU LIKE IT. Act IV. 

Ros. Break an hour's promise in lore ? He that 
will divide a minute into a thousand parts^ and break 
but a part of the thousandth part of a minute in the 
affairs of love, it may be said of him, that Cupid 
hath clap'd him o' the shoulder, butl warrant him 
heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

jfio*. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in 
my sight ; 1 had as lief be woo'd of a snail. 

Orl, Of a snail ? 

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slbwly, 
he carries his house on his head} a better jointure, 
I think, tlian you can make a woman : Besides, he 
brings his destiny with him. 

Orl. What^s that ? 

Ros. Why, horns 5 which such as you are fain to 
be beholden to your wives for : but he comes armed 
in his fortune, and prevents the slander of his wife. 

Orl. Virtue is no horn-makerj and my Rosalind 
is virtuous. 

Ros. And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel. It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath a 
Rosalind of a better leer^ than you. 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me^ for now I am id 
a holiday humour, and like enough to consent: What 
would you say to me now, an I were your vely very 
Rosalind ? 

Orl. I would kiss, before I spoke. 

Ros. Nay, you were better speak first; and when 
you were gravelled for lack of matter, yoa might 
take occasion to kiss. Very good orators, when they 

3 ComplcxioB. 
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re ont^ they ^ill spit 5 and for lovers, lacking (Grod 
7am us !) matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 

OrL How if the kiss be denied ? 

Ro$, Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
epns new matter. 

OrL Who could be out, being before his beloved 
listress ? 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your 
dstxess ; or I should think my honesty ranker than 
ly wit. 

OrL What, of my suit? 

Ros, Not out of youF apparel, andyet out of your 
lit. Am not I your Rosalind ? 

OrL I take some joy to say you are, because I 
'^ould be talking of her. 

JRof. Well^ in hei: person^ I say — I will not have 
m. 

OrL Tben^ in mine own person, I die. 
Ro8» No> faith, die by attorney. The poor world 
almost six thousand years old, and in all this time 
lere ^as not any man died in his own person, vide-^ 
:etj in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains dashed 
it with a Grecian club 5 yet he did what he could 

die before ; and he is one of the patterns of love. 
zander, he would have lived liiany a fair year, 
ougji Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for a 
>t midsummer night: for, good youth, he went but 
rth to wash him in the Hellespont, and, being 
ken with the cramp, was drowned 3 and the foolish 
nomclers of that age found it was — Hero of Sestos. 
ol thiese are all lies ) men have died from time to 
oae, and worms have eaten them, but not forjove. 
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Or!, I would not have my right Rosalind of this 
mind 5 for, I protest^ her frown might kill me. 

Ros, By this hand^ it will not kill a fly: But come, 
now I will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on 
disposition 3 and ask me what you will^ I will grant it. 

Orl, Then love me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, 
and all. 

Orl, And wilt thou have me ? 

Ros, Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. What sa/st thou ? ' 

Ros, Are you not good ? 

OrL 1 hope so. 

Ros, Why then, can one desire too much of a 
good thing ? — Come, sister, you shall be the priest, 
and marry us. — Give me your hand, Orlando :— What 
do you say, sister ? 

Orl, Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel, I cannot say the words. 

Ros, You musf begin,— ^eV/j^oM, Orlandor' 

Cel, Go to : ^Will you, Orlando, have to wife 

this Rosalind ? 

Orl. I will. 

Ros. Ay, but when ? 

Orl. Why now 5 as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros, Then you must say, — I take thee^ Ro8aM% 
for wife. 

Orl, I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. ' 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission; but,— ■ 
I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband : There a 
girl goes before the^ priest; and, certainly^ a womaD* 
thought runs before her actions. 
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OrL So do all thoughts ^ they are winged. 

Rm. Now tell me^ how long you woiidd hare her^ 
after you have possessed her. 

OrL For eveo and a day. 

Ros, Say a day, without the ever : No, no. Or-* 
lando; men are April when they woo, December 
when they wed : maids are May when they are maids, 
but the sky changes when they are wives. I will be 
more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over 
lu8 hen; more clamorous than a parrot against rain; 
more new-fangled than an ape; more giddy in my 
desires than a monkey : I will weep for nothing, like 
Diana in the fountain, and I will do that when you 
•le disposed to be merry; I will laugh like a hyen,) 
and that when thou art inclined to sleep. 

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so ? 

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do. 

OrU Oi but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do 
this: the wiser, the way warder: Make the doors ^ 
upon a woman's wit, and it will out at the case- 
ment; shut that, and *twill out at the key-hole; 
stop that> 'twill fl^ with the smoke out at the 
diinmey. 

OrL A man that had a vidfe with such a wit> he 
might say,— ^«Y, whither wilt ? 

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till 
you met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's 
bed. 

OrL Acid what wit could wit have to excuse that? 

4 Bar the doors. 
VOL. III. N 
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Ros. Marrj, to saj^-'-she came to seek yoa there. 
You shall never take her without her answer, unless 
you take her without her tongue. 0> that womin 
that cannot make her fault her husband's occasion, 
let her never nurse her child herself, for she will 
breed it like a fool. 

OrL For these two hours Rosalind, I will lea?t 
thee. 

Ros, Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two honff. 

OrL I must attend the duke at dinner; by two 
o'clock I will be with thee again. 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ;•— I knew 
what you would proves my friends told me as mucb^ 
and I thought no less:**that flattering tongue of 
yours won me : — *tis but one cast away, and ao^-* 
come, death.— Two o'clock is your hour? 

Orl, Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and so 
God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not 
dangerous, if you break cme jot of your promise, or 
come one minute behind your hour, I will think you 
the most pathetical break-promise, and the most 
bdUow lover, and the most unworthy of her you call 
Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the gross band 
of the unfaithfiil : therefore beware my censure, and 
keep your promise. 

OrL With no less leUgion, tiian if thou wert in* 
deed my Rosalind : So, adieu. 

' Ros, Well, time is the old justice that examines all 
such t)£fenders, and let time try : Adieu ! 

lExit Orlando. 

CeL You have simply misus*d our sex in your love- 
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prate : we must have your doublet and hose plucked 
cfet your hiead^ and show the world what ^e bird 
hath done to her own nest. 

Bj08. O coz^ coz> coz^ my pretty little coz^ that 
thou didst know how many fathom deep I am in 
love ! But it cannot be soimded; my afiection hath an 
unknown bottom^i like the bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or rather^ bottomless; that as fast as you 
pour afiection in> it runs out. 

Ito9^ No, that same wicked bastard of Venus^ that 
was begot of thought^ ^ conceived of spleen^ and bom 
of madness; that blind rascally boy^ that abuses every 
cme's eyes^ because his own are out^ let him be judge^ 
b^w doep I am in love :-^I*ll tell thee^ Aliena^ I 
cannot be otit of the sight of Orlando : 1*11 go find a 
ijliadow^ and sigh till he come. 

Cd. And I'll sleep. \Exemt. 

» 

SCENE JI. 
Jfwther Tart of the Forest. 

Ih^cr Jaqves and lords^ in th habit qf Foresters. 

' Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer ? 

* 1 Idn-d. Sir, it was I. 

Jaq. Let*s present him tp the duke, like a Roman 
conqueror; and it would do well to set the deer's 
horns upon his head, iat a branch of victory :*-*Have 
you no song, forester^ ioi this purpose ? 

% MfUmoholy* 
N 2 



t.^ 
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2 Lord, Yc8, sir. 

Jaq. Sing it; 'tis no matter how it be in tune^ lo 
it make noise enough. 

SONG. 

1. JFhat shall he have, that killed the deer ? 

2. His leather sMn, and horns to wear, 

1. Then sing him home: 
Take thou no scorn, to wear the horn; ") The rot 
It was a crest ere thou wast bom ; r^bu- 

1. Thy father^s father wore it ; j**. 

2. And thy father bore it: 

All. The horn, the horn, the lusty horn. 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn, [Eziaiint. 

SCENiS m. 

Tlie Forest. 

Enter Rosalind and Celia. 

Ros, How say you now ? Is it not past two o*dock? 
and here much Orlando ! 

Cel. I warrant you^ with pure love^ and troubled 
brsun, he hath ta*en his bow and arrows, and is gone 
forth«-to sleep : Look, who comes here. 

Enter SiLvivs. 

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth;—* 
My gentle Fhebe bid me give you this : 

[Giving a letter* 
I know not the contents ; but, as I guess. 
By the stem brow, and waspish action 
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Wliich she did use as she was writing of it. 
It bears an angry tenour : pardon nie> 
I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter. 
And play the swaggerer ; bear this, bear all : 
She says, I am not fair 5 that I lack manners ; 
She calls me proud ^ and, that she could not love me 
Were man as rare as phcenix ; Od's my will ! 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt : 
Why writes she so to me? — ^WeU, shepherd, well. 
This is a letter of vour own device. 

SU, No, I protest, I know not the contents ; 
Fbebe did write it. 

Ros. Come, come, you are a fool. 

And tum*d into the extremity of love. 
I saw her hand : she has a leathern hand, 
A freestone-colour'd hand ; I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands; 
She has a huswife's hand : but that's no matter : 
I say, she never did invent this letter; 
This is a man*8 invention, and his hand. 

Sil, Sure, it is hers. 

Boi. Why, *tis a boisterous and cruel sfyle, 
A style for challengers ; why, she defies me, 
like Turk to Christian : woman's gende brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention. 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their efiect 
Than in their countenance:— Will you hear the 
letter ? 

SI, So please you, for I never heard it yet; 
Tet heard too much of Fhebe's cruelty. 

Bjos^ SbePhebesme: Mark how the tyrant writes. 
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Art thou god to shepherd tunCd, {KUkb. 

That a maidtrCs heart hath bum*d f-— 

Can a woman rail thus ? 
Sil, Call you this railing ? 
Ros* JVhi/, thy godhead laid apart, 

Warr*st tKau with a woman's heart f 
Did you ever hear such railing ?— 
Whiles the eye of man did woo me. 
That could do no vengeance^ to mt."^ 

Meaning me a beast.—- 

If the scorn (fycnr bright eynef 
Have power to raise such love m mine. 
Alack, in me what strange tfect 
Would they work in mUd aspect f 
Whiles you chid me, I did love $ 
How then might your prayers move f 
He, thttt brings tMs love 4o thee. 
Little knows this love in me : 
And by him seal up thy mind; 
Whether' that thy youth and kind^ 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me, and M that I can make ; 
Or else by him my love deny. 
And then 1*11 study how to die* 

Sil. Call you this chiding ? 

Cel, Alas, poor shepherd ! 

Bos. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no pity.-* 
Wilt thou love such a woman ?— What, to make thee 
an instrument, and play false strains upon thee ! not 

• Mischief. ' Eyc«, » Nature. 
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to bo endured !— WeU, go your way to her, (for I 
see, knre hath made thee a tanie snake,) and say this 
to her 5 — ^That if she love me, I charge her to lore 
tbae : if she will not, I will never have her, unless 
IhoQ entreat for her. — ^If 3rou be a true lover, hence, 
and not a word 3 for here comes more company. 

lEjdt SiLYiva. 

Enter Oliver, 

on. Good-morrow, fair ones : Pray you, if you 
know 
Where, in the purlieus^ of this forest, stands 
A sheqhcote, fenc*d about with olives-trees ? 

CeL West of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom. 
The rank qf osiers, by the murmuring stream. 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the fdaoe : 
But at thb hour the house doth, keep itself. 
There's none within. 

OU. If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 
Then I should know you by description 1 
Such garments, and such years : Tke hoy is fair, 
(>ffemalefavour, mid bestows kunseif 
Idke a ripe sister : but the looman low. 
And broumer than her brother. Are not you 
The owner of the house I did inquire for ? 

Cel. It is no boast, being ask*d, to say, we are, 

0&*. Orlando doth commend him to you both j 
And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind, 
He sends thb bloody napkin 3' Are you he ? 

Bm. I am: What must we understand by this? 

9 Environs of a foxest. ■ Handkerchief. 
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OIL Some of my shame; if you will know (tf aoe 
What man I am^ and how, and why, and where 
This ha[ndkerchief was stain*d. 

Cel. I pray you, Idl it. 

on. When last the young Orlando parted from jon, 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour ^ and, pacing through the forest^ 
Chewing the food of sweet and l^itter fancy, 
Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye aside. 
And, mark, what object chd present itself! 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair. 
Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath*d itsdf. 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach*d 
Thje opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink*d itself. 
And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a bush : under which bush's shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry. 
Lay. couching, head on ground* with catlike. watchj. 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for 'tis 
The royal disposition of that beast. 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man. 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

CeL O, J have heard him speak of that same 
brother; 
And he did render? him the most unnatural 
That liv'd 'mongst men. 

* Describe* 
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Oik And well he might so do. 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

Ro8, But, to Orlando 5 — ^Did he leave him there. 
Food to the 8uck*d and hungry lioness I 

OH, Twice did he turn his back, and purpos*d so : 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge. 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion. 
Made him give battle to the lioness. 
Who quickly fell before him 3 in which hurtling' 
From miserable slumber I awak'd. 

CeL Are you his brother? 

Ros.^ ^ Was it you he rescuM > 

Cel. Was't you that did so oft contrive to kill him? 

on, 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I : I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ros, But/ for the bloody napkin ? — 

Oli. By, and by. 

When firom the first to last^ betwixt us two. 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath*d. 
As, how I came into that desert places 
In brief, he led me to the gentle duke. 
Who gave me fresh array, and entertainment. 
Committing me unto my brother's love ; 
Who led me instantly unto his cave. 
There 8tripp*d himself, and here upon his arm 
The Uoness had torn some flesh away. 
Which all this while had bled 3 and now he fainted. 
And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 
Brief, I recovered him ; bound up his wound 3 
And, after some small space, being strong at heart, 

3 Scuffle. 
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He sent me hither^ stranger as I am^ 
To tell this stoiy, that you might excuse 
His broken promise^ and to give this napkin> 
Dy*d in this blood i unto the shepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

Cel, Why 4 how now, Ganymede? sweet Gany- 
mede? [RosALiK'Dyatii^. 

Oli, Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 

CsL There is more in it :—<}ouBinr— Ganymede ! 

Oli. Look^ he recovers. 

Bx>s. I wouldj I wero at home. 

Cd. We'll lead you thither :— 
I pray you^ will you take him by the aim ? 

Oli, Be of good cheer> youth :•— You a man ?— 
You lack a man*s heart. 

Ros, I do so, I confess it. Ah, sir, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited : I pmy you, tell 
your brother how well I counterfeited.— Heigh.ho!— 

Oli. This was not counterfeit; there ig too great 
testimony in your complexion^ that it was a passioo 
of earnest. 

Ros, Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit 
to be a man. 

Ros. So I do : but, i*faith I should have been s 
woman by right. 

Cel, Come, you look paler and paler 5 pray yoii> 
draw homewards : — Grood sir, go with us. 

Oli. That will I, for I must bear answer foadk 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something : But, I pray yoo> 

commend my counterfeiting to him :— Will you go? 

[Extwt* 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. The same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

T^Hch, We shall find a time, Audreys patience, 
gehtle Aadirey. 

Aud: 'EEUth, the priest was good enough, for all 
the old genderaan*6 saying* 

Toiteh. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a most 
vile Mar-text. But, Audrey, there is a 3^uth here in 
the forest lays claim to you. 

A^^ Ay, I know who 'tis ^ he hath no intei^st in 
me in the world : here comes the man you mean. 

Enttr William. 

SHmm^. ft ill meat and drink to me to see a down: 
By «rf trodi, we that have good wits, have much to 
aofwer fcx $ n^ shall be flouting ; we cannot hold* 

WiU. Grood even, Audrey. 

And, God ye good even, William. 

WiU. And gt>od even to you, sir. 

Twich, Good even, gende friend : Cover thy head, 
cover ^y bead$ nay, pr*ythee, be covered. How 
oki tre you, friend ? 

WiU. Five and twenty, sir. 

TbtfcA. A ripe age : Is thy name, William ? 

Wm. William, sir. 

Toudi. A fair name: Wast bom i*the fomt&i here? 

wm. Ay, sir, I thank God. 

IVnicb. 7%iitit GM^;-^a good answer: Artridi) 
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Will. 'Faith, sir, so, so. 

Touch. So, so, is good> very good^ very excellent 
good :— and yet it is not *, it is but so so. Art thou 
wise? 

Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch, Why, thou say*st welL I do now remem- 
ber a saying ; The fool doth think he is wise, but the 
wise man knows himself to be a fool. The heathen 
philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a grape, 
would open his lips when he put it into his mouth; 
meaning thereby, that grapes were made to eat, and 
lips to open. You do love this maid ? 

Will. I do, sir. 

Touch. Give me your hand: Art thou learned? 

Will. No, sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of mej To have^ is to 
have: For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink, 
: being poured out of a cup into a glass(, by filling the 
one doth empty the other : For all your writers do 
consent, that ipse is he; tlow you are not ip$e, for I 
am he. 

WiU. Which he, su- ? . . 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman: 
Therefore, you clown, abandon,— which is in the 
vulgar> leave, — ^the society, — ^which in the boorish is, 
company, — of this female, — ^which in the oomnKm is, 
-*woman, which together is, abandon the society of 
this female; or, clown thou perishest; or, to thy 
better understanding, diest; to wit, I kill thee, make 
thee away, translate thy life into death, thy liberty 
into bondage : I will deal in poison with thee, or in 
bastinado, or in steel; I will bandy with thee in 
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fiction; I will o'er-ran thee with policy 5 I will kill 
thee a hundred and fifty ways; therefore tremble, 
and depart. ' 

Jud. Do^ good William. 

WiU. God rest you merry, sin {ExU. 

Enter Corin. 

/ 

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you; come, 
vmy, away. 

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey;— -I attend, i 
attend. \Exemii. 

SCENE II. 
The same. 

Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orh Is*t possible, that on so little acquaintance 
foa should like her ? that, but seeing, you should , 
love her? and, loving, woo ? and, wooing, she should 
grant ? and will you persever to enjoy her ? 

OU. Neither call the giddiness of it in question, 
the poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden 
ivooing, nor her sudden consenting; but say with 
nte, I love Aliena; say with her, that she loves me; 
xmfoit with both, that we may enjoy each other: 
it riiall be to your good; for my father's house, and 
iB the revenue that was old sir Rowland's, will I 
upon you, and here live and die a shepherd. 
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Enter Eosalinx)* 

OrL You have my consent. Let jour wedding be 
to-morrow: thither will I invite the duke^ and all 
his contented followers: Goyou^ and prepare Aliena; 
for, look you, here comes my Rosalind. 

Ros. God save you, brother. 

Oli. And you, fair sister. 

Ros, O, my dear Orlando, how it grievca ma to 
aee thee wear thy heart in a scarf. 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Ros. I thought, thy heart had been wounded with 
the claws of a lion. 

OrL Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a hidy. 

Ros, Did your brother tell you how I counter- 
feited to swoon^ when he showed me your hand* 
kerchief? 

Orl, Ay, and greater wcHufers than that. * 

Roi. O, I know where you are :-*-Nay, tia true: 
tiiere was never any thii^ so sudden, but die fi(^ 
of two rams, and Caesar*s thrasonicsd hn^ e^*^ 
came, saw, and acerccme: For your brother and my 
sister no sooner met, but they looked; no sooaer 
looked, but they loved, no sooner loved, but they 
sighed 5 no sooner sighed, but they asked one another 
the reason; bo sooner knew the reason, but thej 
aoUght the remedy : and in these degieea hx9% Hbof 
made a pair of stairs to marriage, which ih»f will 
climb incontinent, or dse be incontinent bcfiue mir* 
riage : they are in the very wrath of love, and thcj 
Will together ; clubs cannot part them. 

OrU They shall be married to-morrow; and I will 
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te duke to the nuptial. But^ O^ how bitter a 
it is to look into happiness through another 
I tjes ! £7 so much the more shall I to-morrow 
the height of heart-heaviness^ by how much I 
tliink my brother happy^ in having what he 
8 for. 

f. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your 
br Rosalind ? 

'. I can live no longer by tiiinking. 

p. 1 will weary you no longer then ntdth idle 

g. Xnow of me then, (for now I speak to 
purpose,) that I know you are a gentleman of 
conceit : I speak not this, that you should bear 
1 opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, I say, 
rw fovL are 3 neither do )L labour for a greater 
a than may in some little measure draw a belief 
you, to do yourself good, and not to grace me. 
e then, if you please, that I can do strange 
: I have, since I was three years old, con- 
I with a magician, most profound in this artj 
St not damnable. If you you do love Rosalind 
ir the heart as your gesture cries it out, when 
brother marries Aliena, shall you marry her : I 

into what straits of fortune she is driven 3 and 
act inapossible to me, if jt appear not incon- 
it to you, to set her before your eyes to-mor- 
human as she is, and without any danger. 
• Speakest thou in sober noeanings ? 
r. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly, 
hi say I am a magician : Therefore, put you 
ir best array, bid ^ your friends; ifx if you will 

' Invite. 
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be married to-morrow^ you shall -, and to Rosalind^ 
if you wilL 

Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Look^ here comes a lover of mine^ and a lover of 
hers. 

Pke, Youths you have done me much ungendeness, 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 

Ros. 1 care not, if I have : it is my study. 
To seem despiteful and ungende to you : 
You are there followed by a faithful shepherd ) 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what *tis to 
love. 

SiL It is to be all made of sighs and tears )— 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And I for Rosalind. 

Ro9, And I for no woman. 

SU. It is to be all made of faith and service;-* 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

Orl, And I for Rosalind. 

Ros, And I for no woman. 

Sil» It is to be all made of fantasy, 
All made of passion^ and all made of wishes ; 
All adoration, duty and observance. 
All humbleness, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all observance j— 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

Orl, And so am I for Rosalind. 
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Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so^ why blame you me to love you? 

[To Rosalind. 

Sil. If this be so^ why blame you me to love you > 

[To Phebe. 

OrL If this be so, why blame you me to love you? 
. Bo9. Who do you speak to, whj/ blame you me to 
love you ? 

Orh ToF her, that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

JRof. Fray you, no more of this ; 'tis like the howl* 
lug of biflh wohes against the moon. — ^I will help 
you, \To SiLvius] if I can: — I would love you, 
\To Phebe] if I coold. — To-morrow meet me all 
together.— I will marry you, \To Phebe] if ever I 
many womai^ and I'll be married to-morrow: — ^I 
will satisfy you, \To Orlando] if ever I latitfied 
man> and you shall be mart iad to-mortow :— I will 
content yon^ [To Silvius] if what pleases you con- 
tents youy and you shall be married to-morrow.«— 
As yon [7b Orlando] lore Rosidind, meet |— -as 
yon^ [To Silvius] love Phebe, meet; And atf I love 
no woman, I'll meet.-^o, fare you well; I have 
kit you commands. 

iSi/. m not fail, if I live. 

PAe. Nor I. 

OrU NorL 

[Exeunt, 



vol. III. 
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SCENE m. 

Tht same. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey) to- 
morrow will we be married/ 

Aud. I do desire it with all my he^rt : and I hope 
it is no dishonest desire^ to desire to be a woman of 
the world. ^ Here comes two of the banished duke*f 
pages. 

Enter tXDO Pages. 

1 Page. Well met^ honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troths well met: Cknne^ sit^ sit^ 
and a song. 

2 Page. We are for you : sit i'the middle. 

1 Page. ShaU we clap into't roundly^ without 
hawking, or spitdng, or saying we are hoarse ; which 
are the only prologues to a bad voice ? 

2 Page, rfaith^ Tfaith; suid both in a tone, lib 
two gypsies on a horse. 

SONG. 

I. 

It was a lover, and his lass, ^ ' 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey mmmo. 

That o'er the green com'jield did pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty rank iime$ 

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 

Sweet lovers love the spring. 

4 A married womin. 
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ittween the acres of the rye, 

fVith a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonmo, 
Vhttepretty coantiy folks mould He, 

In spring time, &c. 

III. 
"Ms carol they began that hour. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
Joa that a life was but ajtower 

In sprmg time, &c. 

IV. 

fdd ther^ore take the present time. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino ; 

'or love is crovmed tdth the prime 
In spring time, &c. 

Touch, Traiy, joaag gentlemeu, though there was 
Q greater matter in the dittjr, j^ the note was very 
atuneable. 

1 Page. Yoa are deceived, slrj we kept time, we 
cat not our time. 

Touch. Sy my troth, yes ; I count it but time lost 
D hear such a foolish song, God be with you j and 
>od mend your vcnces !. Come, Audrey. lExewit. 
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SCENE IV. 

Another part of the Forests 

Enter Duke senior, Amiens, JiigtrES^ OblavdOj 

Oliver, and Celia* 

DuJce S. Dost thou believe, Orlando^ that the boj 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 

Orl, I sometinies do belieTe^ and aoiiietiaies do 
not } 
As those that fear they hope, and know ib&y §sar. 

Enter Rosalind, Sii^vius, and Phebe. 

« 

Ros. Patience once morej whiles our oompkt is 
urg'd:— — 
You say, if I bring in your SosaUnd^ 

[To the Dute. 
You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 
Duke S. Tliat would I, bad I kingdoms to fpn 

with her. 
Ros, And you say, you will have her, when I 
bring her? [Ta Oblakdo. 

OrL That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
Ros. You say, you'll marry me> if I bewiUkig? 

[ToPrsbi. 
Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 
Ros. But, if you do refuse to marry me, 
You*ll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd? 
Phe. So is the bargain. 

Ros. You say, that you'll have Phebe, if she will? 

{To SiLvxus. 



$IV. AS YOU LIKE IT, igf 

U Thoogli to have her and death were both one 

thing. 
»#• I have promised to make all this matter even. 
I joa your word, O duke, to give your 

daughter 5--« 
yours^ Orlando^ to receive his daughter !•— 
i your word^ Fhebe> that you'll marry me ; 
boj teltyHng me^ to wed this tibefbexd :•— * 
• your wbrd^ Silyius> that you'll n^arry her, 
i fffifti«eme:—- and £rom henoe I go, 
lake these doubts all even. 

lEscetmt Rosalivd and Cblia. 
4e 5. I do remember in this shepherd-boy 
\ livaly touches of my dau^ter's favour* 
k My lord, the first time that I ever saw himu 
Od^t he was a brother to your daughter : 
my good loid, this boy it fbj^e8t*bom } 
ktA been tutored in the rudiments 
any desperate studies by his tmde, 
n he yftpofts to be a great magiciad, 
ited in the circle dTthis forest, 

- Enter Touchstone and Audeey. 

f. There is, sure, another flood towaid, and 

Wii]^ are coming to the ark ! Here comes a 

f yery strange beasts, which in all tongues are 

"fools. 

Mck. Salutation and greeting to you all ! 

r. Good my lord, bid him v^dcome^ This is 

lofley*minded gentleman, that I have so often 

in the forest: he hath been a courtier, he 
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Touch. If any man doubt that^ let him pot me to 
my purgation. I have trod a measure;^ I have flat' 
tered a lady 5 I have been politick with my fideod, 
smooth with mine enemy 5 I have undone threa 
tailors 3 I have had four ^uarrels^ and like to have 
fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta'en up ? 
Touch. Taith^ we met^ find found the quandwas 
upon the seventh cause, 

Jaq. How seventh c^use ?— Crood my loid> like 
this fellow. 

Duke S. 1 like him very well* 
Touch. Grod'ild you^ sir; I desire you of the like. 
I press in here^ sir^ amongst the rest of the countiy 
copulatives^ to swear^ and to forswear; aooordiog as 
marriage binds^ and blood breaks :-^A pocur yntgm, 
sir^ an ill-favoured thing, sir^ but mine own^ a poor 
humour of mine, sir, to take that that no man else 
will : Rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor« 
house; as ypur pearl, in your foul oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and wsatm' 
tious. 

Touch. According to the fooFs bolt, sir, and sach 
dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause; hgw did you £ad 
the quarrel on the seventl^ cause ? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times rempved;— Bear 
your body more seeming,^ Audrey : — as thus, sir. I 
did dislike the cut of a certain courtier's beard; he 
sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut veO; 
he was in the mind it was : This is called the B^<^ 

9 A stately solemn dar':e, ^ Seemly* 
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cwrteaus. '■ If I sent him word again^ it was not well 
cat^ he would send me word^ he cutjt to please 
himself: This is called die Qiukp modest. If again^ it 
was not well cut^ he disabled my judgm^t : This is 
call'd the Reply chtirlish. If again^ it was not well 
cat, he would answer, I spake not true : This is 
call'd the Reproof, vaUant. If again^ it was not well 
cat^ he would say^ I lie : This is called the Counter'^ 
check quarrelsome: and so to the Ide circumstantial, 
and the Ue direct. 

Jaq» And how oft did yon say^ his beard was not 
well cut ? 

Touch. I durst go no further than the Lie circum' 
stantud, nor he durst not give me the Lie direct; and 
so we measured swords^ and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees 
of the lie? 

Touch. O sir> we quarrel in prints by the book ^ as 
ypu have books for good manners : I will name you 
the degrees. The first> the Retort courteous 5 the 
second^ the Quip modest; the third, the Reply chur- 
lish j the fourth, the Reproof valiant 5 the fifth, the 
Countercheck quarrelsome; the sixth, the Lie with 
circumstance; the seventh, the Lie direct. All these 
you may avoid, but the lie direct; and you may 
avoid that too, with an If. I knew when seven 
justices could not take up a quarrel ; but when the 
parties were met themselves, one of them thought 
b^t of an If, as. If you said so, then I said so; and 
they shook hands, and swore brothers. Your If is 
the only peace-maker; much virtue in If. 



m 



joa ASYOUUKEIT* 4ctV. 

Jaq. Is not tbis a rare fdkw^ nqr lord } ]»*• ai 
good at an J thing, and yet a fool« 

Duke S. He met his folly like a 8tadking4ioa^ 
and under the presentation of that^ he sfaooti hii wit 

Enter Htm en, leading Rosalind m wom$n*9 
clothes; and Celia. 

StiU Mnsick. 

Hym, Then is there mirth in heaven. 
When earthly things made enem 

Atone together. 
Good duke, receive thy daughter, . 
Hymen from heaven brought her. 

Yea, brought her hither; 
That thou might st join her hand with his, 
Whose heart within her bosom is* 

Ros. To you I give myself, for J am yours, 

{To Duke S, 
To you I give myself, for I am yours, 

[To Oai^NDO. 
DukeS. If there be truth ^iu sight, you are my 

daughter^ 
Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my Bo« 

salind«, 
Phe, If sight and shape be true. 
Why then, — ^my love adieu ! 
Ros. I'll have no father, if you be not he :*— 

ITo Duke S, 
ril have no husband, if you be not he :— 

ITo Orlakdo, 
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r Ae*^ wed -wotoan, if you be not she. 

{To PflEBB. 

SjM. FMce^ ho ! I bar confusion : 
*Hs I must make conclusion 

Of these most strange events : 
Here*6 eight that must take hands> 
To join in Hymen*? bands^ 
If truth holds true contents.? 
You and you no cross shall part : 

(To Orlakdo and Rosali'itd, 
You and yon are heart in heart : 

[To Oliver tmd Celia. 
You [To Phebe] to his love must accord. 
Or have a woman to your lord :— 
You and you are sure together^ 

[To TotJCHSTOKE and Aubret. 
As die winter to foul weather. 
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing. 
Feed yourselves with questioning; 
That reason wonder may diminish. 
How thus we met, and these things finish. 

SONG. 

Wedding is great Juno's crown; 

blessed bond of board and bed ! 
*Tis Hymen ^peoples every town; 

High wedlock then be honoured : 
Honour, high honour and renown, 
yo Hymen, god ofeoery toxun / 

Wc S, O my dear niece, welcome thou art to mei 
n daughter, welcome in no less degree. 
7 Unless truth fails of veracity. 
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The. I will not eat my word, now dioa art xsm\ 
Thy £uth my fancy to thee doth combine.^ 

[To S1J.VIV8. 

Enter Jaques de Bois. 
Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word, or 

tWOj 

I am the second son of old sir Rowland, 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly:— 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every d^ 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Addressed a mighty power ! which were on foot. 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword: 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man. 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the worid : 
His crown bequeathing to his banish'd broths. 
And all their lands restored to them again 
That were with him exil'd : This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man -, 

Thou ofFer'st fairly to thy brothers' wedding : 
To one, his lands with-held; and to the other, 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot: 
And after, every of this happy number. 
That have endur'd shrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortuiie, 

8 Bind. 
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According to the measure of their states. 

Meantime^ forget this new-fell'n dignity, 

iVnd fall into our rustick revelry : — 

Plaj^ musickj^and you brides and bridegrooms all« 

With measure heap*d in joy, to the measm'es fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience ; If I heard you rightly. 
The duke hath put on a religious life. 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court ? 
Jaq. de B, He hath. 

Jaq. To him will I : out of these convertites 
There is inuch matter to be heard and learned.-— 
You to your former honour I bequeath ; 

[To Duke S. 
Your patience^ and your virtue, well deserves it : — 
You p['o Orlando] to a love, that your true 'faith 

doth merit :— 
You [To Oliver] to your land, and love, and great 

allies : — 
You [To SiLvius] to a long and well deserved 

bed; — 
And you [To Touchstone] to wrangling j for thy 

loving voyage 
Is but for two months victualed : — So to your plea- 
sures; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 
Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 
Jaq. To see no pastime, I: — what you would 
.have 
I'll stay to know at your abandoned cave. [Exit. 

Duke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these rites. 
And we do trust they'll end, in true delights. 

[A dance* 
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EPILOGUE. 

Ros, It is not the fashion to see the lady the 
epilogue : but it is no more unhandsome^ than to 
see the lord the prologue. If it be true^ that good 
mne needs no bush, *tis true^ that a good play needs 
no epilogue: Yet to good wine they do use good 
bushes; and good plays prove the better by the 
help of good epilogues. What a case am I in then> 
that am neither a good epilogue^ nor cannot in- 
sinuate with you in the behalf of a good play ? I 
am not furnished 9 like a beggar, therefore to beg 
will not become me: my way is, to conjure you ; 
and 111 begin with the women,- I charge you, 
women, for the love you bear to men, to like as 
much of this play as please them : and so I charge 
you, O men, for the love you bear to women, (as 
I perceive by your simpering, none of you hate 
them,) that between you and the women, the play 
may please. If I were a woman, I would kiss as 
many of you as had beards that pleased me, com- 
plexions that liked me,' and breaths that I defied 
not: and, I am sure, as many as have good beards, 
or good faces, or sweet breaths, will, for my kind 
offer, when I make curtesy, bid me farewell. 

lExeunL 

9 Dressed. » That I liked. 
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Of this play the fable Is wild and pleasing. I know 
no^ how the ladies will approve the facility with which 
both Rosalind and Celia give away their hearts. To Celia 
much may be forgiven for the heroism of her friendship. 
The character of Jaques is natural and well preserved. The 
comick dialogue is very sprightly, with less mixture of low 
bttflbonery than in some other plays ; and the graver part is 
elegant and harmonious. By hastening to the end of this 
wofky Shakspeare suppressed the dialogue between the usurper 
and the hermit, and lost an opportimity of exhibiting a moral 
letsoa in which he might have found matter worthy of his 
hi^iest powers. Johnsoit. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



King of France. 
Duke of Florence. 
Bertram^ Count qf RousUlon. 
Lafeu^ an old Lord. 
Farolles^ a follower of Bertram, 
Several young French Lords, that serve xvith Bertram 
in the Florentine war, 

^ ' > servants to the Countess ofRousillon, 

Clown, j ^ 

A Page. 

Coiintess qfRousiUon, mother to Btrtram. 
Helena, a gentlewoman protected by the Countess, 
An old Widow qf Florence. 
Diana, daughter to the widow. 

_ * * i neighbours and friends to the widow. 

Mariana, 3 

Lords, attending ontlie King; Officers, Soldiers, SfC. 

French and Florentine, 

Scene, partly in France, and partly in Tuscany. 
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ACT J, 

SCENE I. Boutillon. A Room in the Cfxsaiiut'i 

Palace. 

Enter Bertram^ the Countess of Rousillon^ 
Helena^ and Lafeu^ in mourning. 

Ih delivering 1117 son from me^ I bury a second 
koiband. 

Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o'er my 
father's death anew: but I must attend his m^esty's 
conunand, to whom I am now in ward,' evermore in 
sobjection. 

^. You shall find of the king a husband, madam 1 
sir, a father: He that so generally is at all 
times good, most of necessity hold his virtue to you ; 
wbone worthiness would stir it up where it wanted, 
nrther than lack it where there is such abundance. 

Count. What hope is there of his majesty's amend- 
ment? 

Lqf. He hath abandoned his physicians, madam; 

■ Under his particular care, as my guardian. 
VOL. III. P 
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under whose practices he hath persecuted time with 
hope ; and finds no other advantage in the prboess 
but only the losing of hope by time. 

Count. This young gentiewoman had a father^ (0, 
that had I* how sad a passage 'tis !) whose skill was 
almost as great as his honesty $ had it stretched so 
far^ would have made nature inunortal^ and death 
should have play for lack of work, 'Would, for 
the king's sake, he were living ! I think, it would 
be the death of the king's disease. 

Laf. How called you the man you speak of, madam? 

Count, He was famous, sir, in his profession, and 
it was his great right to be so : Grerard de Naiboo. 

Laf. He was excellent, indeed, madam 5 the king 
very lately spoke of him, admiringly, and moom- 
ingly : he was skilful enough to have lived still, if 
knowledge amid be set up against mortality. 

Bet; What is it, my good lord, the king languishes 
of? 

Laf, A fistula, my lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf, I would, it were not notorious.— Was this 
gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon? 

Count. His sole child, my lord; and bequeathed 
to my overlooking. I have those hopes of her^ood, 
that her education promises : her dispositions she in* 
herits, which make fair gifts fairer; for where an 
unclean mind carries virtuous qualities,' there com- 
mendations go with pity, they are virtues and traitors 

* The countess recollects her own loss of a husbandi and 
observes how heavily bad passes through her mind. 
3 Qualities of good breeding and erudition. 
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too ; in her th^y are the better for their sinlpleness}^ 
the derives' her honesty^ and achieves her goodness./ 

Lqf. Your commendations^ madam^ get from her 
tears. / 

Count, lis the best brine a maiden can season heif 
praise in. The remefmbrance of her father never ap- 
proadies her hearty but the tyranny of her sorrows 
tikes dl livelihood ^ froiti her cheek. NO' moref of 
ttdB, Hdena> go to, no more } lest it be rather thought 
ypu a£^t a sorrow^ than to have. 

HeL I do afect a sorrow^ indeed^ but I have it 
toft. 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the deader 
csoessrre grief the enettiy to the living. 

Count. If the living be enemy to the grief> the 
exi^iCM makes it soon mortal. 

Ber. Madam^ I desire your holy wishes* 

Lrf, How understand we that ? 

Count. Be thou blest^ Bertram ! and ^ceeed thy 
father 
In manners^ as in shape! thy bloody and virtue^ 
Contend for empire'in thee 5 and thy goodness 
Shaxe with thy birth-right! Love all^ trust a few> 
Do wrcxig to, none : be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power^ than use 3 and keep thy friend 
Under thy own fife's key: be checked for silence^ 
But never tax'd for speech. What heaven more will. 
Thai thee may fumish^^ and my prayers pluck down,' 

* i.e. Her excellencies are the better because they are 
artiest. 

s All appearance of life. 

^ /. #. That may help thee with more and better qualifica- 
tions. 

P 2 
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FaD OD Ibjr hnd ! FaiewdL— Iff kxd, 
Tis to ooieafoa'd cooitier; good 1117 ted^ 

Adviiebim. 

Lqf. He cannot want tbe best 

Tbat tball attend bis love. 

Cinmt. Heaven bless hiBi!~]tecwdl, Bertram. 

lEmtCamkm. 

Ber. The best wishes, that can be fixged ia joor 
IhoogfatB, \To Hklvwa] be servaDts to 700!^ Bs 
comfortable to mj mother, jonr mistress, aad msks 
mochofjier. 

Lqf. Farewell, pretty ladj : Yon most hdd Iht 
credit ofyoor fiither. 

lExeimi Bertram md Larsv. 

HeL O, were thai all !-*I think not on myftlhers 
And these great tears grace his remembranoe inise 
Than those I shed for him. What was he like f 
I have forgot him : my imagination 
Carries no £ivoar in it, but Bertram's. 
I am undone 3 there is no livings none, 
IfBertrambeaway. It were all one. 
That I should love a bright particular star. 
And think to wed it, he is so above me : 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sph^v. 
The ambition in my love thus plagues itself : 
Hie hind, that would be mated by the li<»i. 
Must die for love. Twas pretty, though a pb^fj 
To see him every hour; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 

^ /• e. May you be mistress of your wishcsy and lisfe 
power to bring them to efifect. 
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Xa our heart's tabtei^ heait^ too capaUe 
Of every line and trick* of his sweet faroor :t 
But BOW he*s gone, and my idolatrous Ancy 
Must jseactify his relicks. Who cgchm here ? 

• 

EfUer Parolles. 

One Ifait goes with him: I love him for his sake; 

And yet I know him a notorious liar. 

Think bim a great way fool, solely a coward; 

Tet Ifiese fix'd evils sit to fit in him. 

That tbey take place, when virtue's steely bones 

Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, fiill oft we see 

Ckdd wisdom waiting on superfluous fpUy. 

Par. Save you, fair queen. 

JZrf. And you, monarch. 

Par. No. 

He/. And no. 

Par» Are you meditating on virginiiy ? 

HeJ. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in you; 
let me ask you a question: Man is enemy to idrgi« 
aity j how may we barxicado it against him ? 

Par, Keep him out. 

JTff. But he assails; and our virginity, though 
valiant in the defence, yet is weak: unfold to us 
tcHne warlike resistance. 

Par. There Js none; man, sitting down before ' 
you, will undermine you, and blow you up. 

HeL Bless our poor virginity from underminers, 

^ Helena considers her heart as the tafblet on which his 
mwribl a n c c was pourtriyed. 

* Peculiarity of feature. 9 Countenance. 
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and blowen npt-^Is there no miUtary jfdicjf'hcm 
Tirgins might blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity^ bemg blown down, man will 
quickller be blown up: marry, in blowing himdowa 
again, with the breach yourselves made, you loBe 
your city. It is not pditick in the commonwealth o^ 
nati^ie, to preserve virginity, Loss of idigini^is 
rational increase 5 and there was never virgin ggt^ 
dll viiginity was first lost. That, you were madeof^ 
is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once 
lost, may be ten times found : by being ever k^t, it 
is ever lost: 'tis too cold a companion 3 away with 

it. 

Hel. I will stand for't a little, though therefore I 
die a virgin. 

Par. There's little can be said in*t; 'tb iq;aiii8t the 
rule of nature. To speak on the part of virgimty> is 
to accuse your mothers} which is most in&lliUe dis- 
obedience. He, that hangs himself, is a virgin: vir- 
ginity murders itself; and should be buried in high- 
ways, out of all sanctified limit, as a desperate 
ofiendress against nature. Virginity breeds mites^ 
muchlikeadieesej consumes itself to the very paring, 
and so dies with feeding his own stomach. Besides, 
virginity is peevish, proud, idle, made of self-love^ 
. which is the most inhibited' sin in the canon. Keep 
it not; you cannot choose but lose by*t: Out with*t: 
within ten years it will make itself ten, which is a 
goodly increase 5 and the principal itself not much the 
worse: Awaywith't. 
HeL How might one do, sir, to lose it to her OMfP 

liking? 

' Forbidden* 
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Par. Let me see: Marry^ ill^ to like him that 
ne'er it likes. "Tis a commodity will lose the gloss 
%ith lying; the longer kept^ the less worth: off 
with'tj while 'tis vendible: answer the time of re- 
quest. Virginity^ like an old courtier^ wears her cap 
out of fashion; richly suited^ but unsuitable: just 
like the brooch and tooth-pick^ which wear not now : 
Your jda.t»^ is better in your pie and your porridge, 
sOma in your cheek: And your virginity, your old 
wrgiiiity, is like one of our French withered pears; 
it looks iD, it eats diyly; marry, 'tis a withered pear; 
St was formerly better; marry, yet, 'tis a withered 
pear : Will you any thing with it ? 

HeL Not my virginity yet. 
There shall your master have a thousand loves, 
A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, 
A phoBnix, captain, and an enemy, 
A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 
A counsellor a trutress, and a dear; 
His hiunble ambition, proud humility. 
His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet, 
•ICs faith, his sweet disaster; with a world 
Of pxetty, fond, adoptions Christendoms, 
Uiat blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall h o 
I know not what he shall :— God send him well!-— 
The court's a learning-place ;— and he is one 
Par. What one, i'faith ? 
Hel. That I wish well.— Tis pity- 
Par. What's pity? 
( Hel. That wishing well had not a body in't. 
Which might be felt : that we, the poorer born, 

* A quibble on date, which means age, and candied fruit. 
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Whose baser stars do shut as up in wishag^ 
Might with effects of them fallow our fneads. 
And show what we alooe must Dunk)' which 

never 
Beturns us thanks* 

Enter a Page. 

Pa^e. Monsieur ParoUeSj my lord calls Am: yiNU 

[EgitY%g^ 

Far, Little Helen, fareweU: if I can remesdMr 
thee, I will think of thee at court 

Hd. Monsieur Far(41es, you were bora under 9 
charitable star. 

Par, Under Mars, I. 

Hel. I especially think, under Mars. 

Par, Why under Mars ? 

Hd, The wars have so kept you under^ Att jrov 
must needs be born under Mars. 

Par, When he was predominant* 

Hd, When he was retrograde^ I iUak^ ntber* 

Par, Why think you so ? 

Hd, You go so much backward, when you £ght 

Par. That's for advantage. 

Hel, So is running away^ when fear proposes tbs 
safety : But the composition, that your valour and 
fear makes in you, b a virtue of a good wing, ^ I 
like the wear well. 

Par, I am so full of businesses, I cannot answer 
thee acutely: I will return perfect courtier; in the 
which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize thee, 

3 ». i. And show by realities what we now must only 
thiiik. 
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>a wilt be capable ^ of a courtier's counsel^ and 
rstand what advloe shall thrust upon thee ; else 
diest in thine unthankfiilness^ and thine igno*- 
I makes thee away: fare well. When thou hast 
•e, say thy prayers; when thou hast none^ re« 
berdiffiiends: get thee a good husband^ and 
im as he uses thee: so farewell. lExit. 

iL Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie^ 
ih we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky 
» us fiae scope; only, doth backward puU 
ikyw designs, when we ourselves are dulL 
t power is k, wbieh mounts my love so high^ 
■wkfiii flie see, aad cannot feed mine eye } 
aughdest spaoe in fortooe natooe brings 
till like ltke% and kiss Uke native duiigs.^ 
•ssible be strange attempts, to those 
weigh Arir pains in sense; and do suppose^ 
t hath been cannot be : Who ever strove 
KMT iier noit, Ihat did miss her love ? 
king's diipf my project may deceive nae* 
ny intents are fix*d, and wiU not leave me* 

lExU. 

» 

4 i. t. Thou wilt compiiriieiid it. 
f Thiflgs formsd by nature for each other. 
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SCENE U. 

Fans* A Room in the King's Palace, 

. Flourish qf comets. Enter the King of France, with 
letters ; Lords and others attending. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys^ are bjr the 

ears; 

Have fought with equal fortune^ and continae 

A braving war. 

1 Lord. So *tis reported^ sir. 

King. Nay, 'tis most credible ; we here receive it 

A certainty^ vouch'd from our cousin Austria, 

With caution^ that the Florentine will move us 

For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest Mend 

Prejudicates the business^ and would seem 

To have us make denial. 

1 Lord. His love and wisdoin, 
Approv*d so to your majesty^ may plead 

For amplest credence. 

King. He hath arm*d our answei; 

And Florence is denied before he comes : 
Yet^ for our gentlemen^ that mean to see 
The Tuscan service^ freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 

2 Lord. It may well serve 
A nursery to our gentry, who are sick 
For breathing and exploit 

King. What's he comes here ? 

< The citizens of the small lepublic of which Sienna is 
tiie capital. 
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Enter Bertram^ Lafeu^ and Parolles, 

1 Lord, It is the count Rousillon, my good lord, 
Sfoung Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou bear'st thy father's facej 

Prank nature, rather curious than in haste, 
Eiath well composed thee. Thy father's moral parts 
May*8t thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty's, 

Kh^, I would I had that corporal soundness now» 
As when thy father, and myself, in friendship 
First try'd our soldiership! He did look f^r 
Into the service of the time, and was 
piscipled of the bravest : he lasted long ; 
But on us both did haggish age steal on. 
And yj^re us out of act. It much repairs ^ mo 
To talk of your good father : In his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well observe 
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest. 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted. 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 
So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were. 
His equal had awak'd them ; and his honour. 
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and, at this time. 
His tongue obey'd his* hand: who were below him 
He us'd as creatures of another place ; 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks, 
leaking them proud of his humility, 

7 To repair here signifies to renovate, 
s His is put for its* 
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In their poor prmse he humbled : Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times j 
Which^ follow*d well, would demonstrate themnow 
But goers backward. 

Ber, His good remembrance, ur. 

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb; 
So in approof ^ lives not his epitaph. 
As in your royal speech. 

King. 'Would, I were with him! He would always 
say, 
(Methinks, I hear him now; his plausive words 
He scatter'd not in ears, but grafted them. 
To grow there, and to bear,) — Let me not Hoti^ 
Thus his good melancholy oft began. 
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime. 
When it was out,— /e^ me not live, quoth he, 
^ter my flame lacks oil, to be the sni^ 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain ; whose Judgments (ire 
Mere/others of their garments;* whose constancies 
Expire before their fashions : ■ T his he wisfa'd : 
I, after him, do after him wish too. 
Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home, 
I quickly were dissolved from my hive. 
To give some labourers room. 

2 Lord. You are lov'd, sirj 

They, that least lend it you, shall lack you fii'st. 

King. I fill a place, I know't. — ^How long is't, 
count, 

9 Approbation. 
» Who have no other use of their faculties than to invent 
new modes of dress. 
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Since t]ie physician at your father's died } 
He was much fam'd. 

Ber. Some six months since^ my lord. 

Kis^. If he were living, I would try him yet j— 
Lend me an arm ;— the rest have worn me out 
With several applications : — ^nature and sicknest 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome^ count; 
My son's no dearer. 

Ber. lliank your majesty. 

{Exemt. Fhurisk. 

SCENE ra. 

KoQsillon. A Room in the Coantess*s Palace. 

Enter Ckmntess^ Steward, and Clown. 

Count. I will now hear : what say you of this 
gentlewoman ^ 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even your 
content^* I wish might be found in the calendar of 
my past endeavours ; for then we wound our modesty^ 
and make foul the clearness of our deservings. When 
of oorsdves we publish them. 

Count. What does this knave here ? Get you gone, 
Birrab: The complaints, I have heard of yon, I do 
not all believe ; 'tis my slowness, that I do not : for, 
[ know, you lack not folly to commit them, and 
liave ability enough to make such knaveries yours, 

Clo. 'TIS not unknown to you, madam, I am a 
poor fellow. 

Count. Well, sir. 

* To act up to your desires. 



\ 
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Clo. No^ madam^ *tis not so well, diat I am poQr;r 
thoagh many of the rich are damned: But, if I maf 
have jrour ladjrship's good will to go to the woikl,^ 
Isbel the woman and I will do as we may. - 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

Clo, I do beg your good-will in this case. 

Count. In what case ? 

Clo. In IsbeVs case, and mine own. Service it 
no heritage : and, I think, I shall never have die 
blessing of God, till I have issue of ray body; for> 
they say, beams' are blessings. 

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt many. 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it: I am 
^ven on by the flesh > and he niust needs go, tfaat 
the devil drives. 

Cotmt, Is this all your worship's reason ? 

Clo. Faith, majdam, I have other holy reasons^ 
such as they are. 

Count. May the world know them ? 

Clo. 1 have been, madam, a wicked creature, a& 
you and all flesh and blood are; and, indeed, I do 
marry, that I may repent. 

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wickedness. 

Clo. 1 am out of friends, madam ; and I hope to 
have friends for my wife's sake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. You are shallow, madam; e*en great friends; 
for the knaves come to do that for me, which I am 
^rweary of. He, that ears^ my land, spares ray 
team, and gives me leave to inn the crop : if I be 
his cuckold, he's my drudge : He> that comforts my 

3 Tq be married. 3 Children. ^ Ploughs. 
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nfc, is the cherisher of my d6sh and blood 3 he,. 
bat cherishes my flesh and bloody loves my £esh and 
'loodi he> that loves my flesh and blood, is my 
riend: ergo^^ he that kisses my wife, is my friend, 
f men could be contented to be what they are, there 
rere no i^r in marriage 5 for young Charbon the 
mitan, and old Foysam the papist, howsoe*er their 
earts are severed in religioil, their heads sae hoih 
ne, they may joU horns together, like any deer i* 
bteherd. 

Covnt^ Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and 
ahunnious knave ? 

Clo» A prophet I, madam^ and I speak the truth 
be next way :^ 

For I the ballad mil repeat. 

Which men full true shall find; 
Your marriage comes hy destiny^ 
Your cuckoo sings by kind^ 

Count. Get you gone, sir ; 1*11 talk with you more 
mon* 

Stew, May it please you, madam, that he bid 
tiden come to you 3 of her I am to speak. 

Count, Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman^ I would speak 
vith her } Helen I mean. 

Clo* Was this fair face the cause, quoth she, 

[Singing. 
Why the Grecians sacked Troy ? 
Fond done,^ done fond. 

Was this king Priam's joy. 
With that she sighed as she stood. 
With that she sighed as she stood, 

5 Therefore. « The nearest way. 7 Foolishly done. 
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And gave tJds sentence iken ; 
Among nine bad if one be good. 
Among nine bad if one be gffod^ . 

There's yet one good m ten* 

Count » yfhai, one good In fen ? joa eorrapl the 
wmg, nrrab. 

Ch» One good woman in len> tBadmo} wUch » a 
porifying & the song : 'Would God woold Mne Ae 
woild ^ aU the year! we^d find no £mlt whb Ae 
tythe-woman^ if I were the parson: One in tm, 
footb a* ! an we mi^t hare sr good woman bore bat 
every blazing star^ or at an earthquake^ 'twould meo^ 
the lottery weU ; sl man may draw hb heart oat, err 
he pluck one. » 

Count. You'll be gone^ sir knate^ and do as I com- . 
mand you ? 

Clo, That man should be at woman's commaod, 
.and yet no hurt done !— Though honesty be no puri- 
tan> yet it will do no hurt -, it will wear the sorpfice 
of humility over the black gown of a big heart.— I 
am goings forsooth : the business is for Hdoi to 
come hither. [£«•# Qown. 

Coimt. Well, now. 

Stew. I know, madam, yoijl'oveyoiu'gentkwoiDaB 

entirely. 

Count. Faith, I do : her father bequeathed her to 
me 3 and she herself, without other advantage, may 
lawfully make title to as much love as she finds : there 
is more owing her, thaii is paid 5 and more shall be 
paid her, than she*ll demand. 

Stew.^ Madam, I was very late more near her than; 
I think, she wished me : alqne she was^ and did com- 
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lonicate to herself^ her own words to her own ears | 
le thought^ I dare vow for her^ they touched not 
tf ftraoger sense. Her matter was^ she loved your 
in : Fortune^ she said^ was no goddess^ that had 
It socb difference betwixt thdr two estates; Love^ 
I god^ that would not extend his mighty only where 
udities wera level; Diana^ no queen of virgins^ that 
ooU aiifier her poor kni^t to bm surprised^ wittoiat 
iscncu ^ ^^ ^^ assault^ or ransome aftorw^d: 
his die delivered in ^a most bitter touch of bonoWj 
lal c*er I heard virgin exclaim in : whidi I hield tny 
o^f ipeedily to acquaint you withal ; stthence^^ in 
le loss that may happen^ it ooncerus you sOtAetbhig 
» know it. 

Caimt. Yon have discharged this honestly; keep 
to yoorsalf : many likelihoods informed me of thift 
ofere^ which hung so tottering in the balance^ that 
oould natber believe^ nor misdoubt: Pray you^ 
save me : stall this in your bosom^ and I thank 3rou 
XT your honest care : I will speak with you furdier 
MD» lExit Steward. 

Enter Helena. 

Cotmt^ £ven so it was with mej when I was young : 
If we are nature's^ these are ours ; this thorn r 
)oth to our rose of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born ; 
t is the show and seal of iuiture*8 truth, 
¥here love's strong passion is impress'd in youtb: 
)y. our remembrances of days foregone, 
(odi were our faults ;--or then we thought them 
• none. 

7 Since. 
VOL. III. Q 
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Her eye is sick on't; I observe her now. 

J£el» What is your pleasme, madam } 

Count. Yoaknow^ Heko/ 

I am a mother to you. 

HeL Mine honourable mistress. 

CowU. Nay^ amotheri 

Why not a mother ? When I said^ a mother, 
Metfaonght yoo saw a serpent : What's in mother, 
That you start at it ? I say, I jam yoor mother; 
And pat you in the catalogue of those 
That were enwombed mine : Tb often seen^ 
Adoption strives with nature ; and choice bveeds 
A native slip to us from foreign seeds :. 
You ne'er oppress'd me with a mother's groan,. 
Yet I express to you a mother's care :— • . 
God's mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy bkxxl^ . . 
To say, I am thy mother? What's the.matteo . 
That this distemper'd messenger of wet, . 
The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eye ^ 
Why ?— that you are^ny daughter ? 

Eel. That I am not 

Count. I say, I am your mother. 

HeL Pardon, madami 

The count Rousillon cannot be my brothier : 
I am from humble, he from honour'd name 5 
]^o note upon my parents, his all noble : 
My master, my dear lord he is; and I 
His servant live, and will his vassal die : 
He must not be my brother. 

Count. Nor I your mother ? 

Hel. You are my mother, madam 3 'Would yotf 
were 
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(So that my lord, your son, were not my brother,) 
Ifadeed, my mother !— or were you both our motheri, 
I CBOte no more fbr,^ than I do for heaven. 
So I were not his sister : Qan't no other. 
But, I your daughter, he must be my brother } 

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter*in« 
lawj 
God shield, you mean it not ! daughter, and mother. 
So strive^ upon your pulse : What, pale again ? 
My fear hath catch*d your fondness : Now I see 
Ihe mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Your rait tears* head.' Now to all sense 'tis grou , 
You love my son $ invention is asham'd^ 
Against the proclamation of thy passion. 
To say, thou dost not : therefore tell me true i 
But tell me then, 'tis so :— *for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, one to the other $ and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours. 
That in their kind * they speak it : only sin 
And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue. 
That truth should be suspected : Speak, is't so ? 
If it be so, you have wound a goodly clue ; 
If it be not, forswear*t : howe'er, I chavge thee. 
As heaven shall work in me for thine avail. 
To tell me truly. 

HeL Good madam, pardon me ! 

Count. Do you love my son ? 

HeL Your pardon, noble mistress ! 

* i. «. i care as much for : I wish it equally* * Contend. 

* The source, the cause of your grief. 

* According to their nature: 

q2 
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Cauni* liOfe ywmysw} 

Ud. Do Mt yoa loftt himj tosimi 

Covnt. Goootaboot; my love (laiii ia't a bonk 
Whereof the world takes n^te : como^ cenie> iimStm 
The state of 3F0ur afifectioa } fcr ycMir paaskwi 
Have to the full appeaoh'd. 

Hel. Then> | eoofess, 

Heie on my knee^ before high beaveh aad yem 
That before 3NW4 9nd next lualq big^ bnv«ii> 
I love your ioa :^^ 

My friends were poGtr^ bat honesty ao^e mjr low: 
Be not oi&nded; for it huits not him^ 
That he is Wd of me : I follow him. not 
By any token of preaomptnoua smt % 
Nor wQidd I have bim> ^ I do deseiw Um; 
Yet never know bow tbat desert akooU be. 
I know I love io'vais^y strive against hepe^ 
Yet^ in this captioua and inlenible aieve^ 
I still pour in tte waters of w^ loveu 
And lack not to lose still : thusj 
Edi^ous in mine error^ I adore 
The sun^ that looka iqpon his woi 
But knows of him no more. My dearest madam^ 
Let not your hate encounter with laj lovo» 
For loving where you do : but^ if younelf^ 
Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth>' 
Did ever^ in so true a flame of liking. 
Wish cfaastly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and love ;4 O then, give fnty 

3 /. e. Whose respecuble conduct in a^ provtt tiltt ^<f^ 
were no les« virtuous when youngw 
♦ i. e, Venus. 
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1^ hSar, WhMe stite is stiAj tbat danddt dioose 
But lendiMd gif0i tdiAle sko k sure to lol^; 
That seekft adt td find tilal &ef sdla«h idiplie^^r 
Bntj riddle-like,' lives sweetly '^heitB skfe dic^» 
CtfMHi HftA J^Ott tiot l&tdjr an intent, speak tMy, 

HeL Mad^Ufii I kd. 

Calm/. Wh6iiidS»«? teU ittUfi, 

Met. I WiU ttll tmiBi fcy |;rfic^ itsdCf I Mim. 
You know, my father left me somH i^escriptions , 
Of rare ttil ^V'd efieol*^ stdi is his rCitidilig, 
And maftiftst «ii^etiee> bod ddle^ted 
For general sovereignty $ and &at hte WlU'd md 
In bMdftflleftt teSerVition to bestow them. 
As notes, whose £ieulti6s ilidlusiv<$ were^ 
MdM Oito IMjr w6te xk ndtes' otiongst the rest^ 
There is a remedy, approved, set dowBi 
To eiW tli# diirpMit^ lafigttishesi whefetif 
The king i* tetid«f d lost. 

Cotm/. Thtts Waflf y6itf molivei 

For Paris, WM it ? speak. 

HcL Mj k^d your son ifiatde me to think of 
this; 
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king. 
Had, from the conversation of my thoughts. 
Haply, been absent then. 

Count. But think you, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid. 
He would receive it ? He and his physicians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him, 

s'lReoeipts in which greater virtues were enclosed than 9 

appeared* ' 



230 ALL'S WELL Act I 

They, that they cannot help : How shall they crejt^ 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 
Embowell'd of their doctrine/ have left off 
The danger to itself? 

IfeL There*s something hints. 

More than my father's skill, which was the greatest 
Of his profession, th^t bis good i^^Cfsipt 
Sb^ll, for my legacy, be sanctified 
By the lucldest stars in heavep ; and, iiiroidd yoor 

honour ... 

But ^ve me leave to try success, 1*4 venture 
The well-lost life of mine ofi his grace> core. 
By sui;:b a day, and hour. 

Count. Dost thou believe*t ? 

HeL Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count, Why, Helen, thou shalt have pay I^aie^ 
and love. 
Means, 3^4 attendants, and my loving gieetiogv 
To those of mine in court ; )*11 stay a(:.hoine, 
Anfl pray God's hliessipg into thy attempt : . 
Be gone to-morrow 5 and be sqris of this. 
What I C9n help thee to, thofi shalt not miss. . 

^ Exhausted of their skilU 



♦» 
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» 

ACT n. 

SCENE L Paris. A Room in the King's Palace. 

thmth. Enter King^ mth young Lords taking kave 
.^ for the Florentine war; Bertram^ Parolles, 
and Attendants. 

King. Farewell^ young lord^ tbese warlike prin- 
cipleg 
po not throw from you :— and you, my lord^ &re« 

well :— 
Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain all^ 
Tb& gift doth stretch itself as 'tis receiv'd^ 
And is enough for both. 

1 Lord. It is our hope^ sir^ 
After well^nter*d soldiers^ to return 

And find ;rour grace in health. 

King. iJo, no> it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Farewell^ young lords; 
Whether I' live or die^ be you the sons 
Of worthy Frenchmen: let higher Italy 
(Those *bated^ that inherit but the fall 
Of the last monarchy^^) see^ that you come 
Not to woo honour^ but to wed it 3 when 
The bravest questant^ shrinks^ find what you see)c> 
That feme may qry you loud : I say, farewell. 

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve your ma- 

jesty! 

f i. e. Those excepted who possess modem Italy» the 
femains of the Roman Empire. ' 
' Seeker, enquirer. 



>.' 
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King. Those girls of Italy^ take. heed of them; 
They say^ our French lack lac^^uage to deny^ 
If they demand : beware of being captives^ 
Before you serve.* 
Both* Our hearts leceiye your wuvingf. 

King* Ftrewell.-i*Come luther to m&. 

[The King retires to a amh» 

1 Lord, O my aweet lord^ that you will stay !»• 

hind us ! 
Par. 'Tis not his fault 5 the sparfc— <- 

2 Lord. O, 'tis brave wars } 
Par. Most admirable : I have seen those wars. > 
Ber. I am commanded hece> and kept a coil^ 

with 5 
Too young, and the next ^ear, and 'tis too earfy^ 
Par. An thy mind stand to itj» boy^ steal awagr 

bravely. 
Ber. I shall stay here the forehprse to a smod^ 
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry, ^ 

Till honour be bought up^ and no sword worn, 
Put one to dance with !^ By heaven, I*U ateal away* 

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft. 

Par. Conunit it, cooot 

2 Lord. I am yoor accessary ; and so fareweU. 
Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortui^ 

body. 

1 Lord. Farewell, captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet monsieur Farolles ! 

. ^ Be not captives before you are soldiers. 

5 With a noise, bustle. 

^ In Shakspeare's time it was usual for gjUtflexBen to daoic^i 
with swords on* 
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r. Noble heroes^ my sword and yonrs art kin. 
sparkt and lustrons^ a word^ good metals :-« 
•ball find in the regiment of the Spinii^ one 
in Spurio^ with his cicatrice^ an emblem of war, 
OB hii «in»ter cheek j it was this very sword 
ached it : saf to him^ I live 5 and observe hit 
ts for me* ^ 

Afrd. We shall^ noble captain, 
r. Mars dote on 70a for his novices ! [Exetmt 
;.] Mliat will you do ? 

r. Stay ; the kin g [Seewg him rise. 

r. Uie a more s^Nunoos ceremony to the noble 
; you have restrained yoursdf within the list of 
Ad an adiea : be more expressive to them ; for 
Mar themaelves in the cap of the time/ there^ 
mster true gait,^ eat^ speak, and move under 
ofluenoe of the most received star; and though 
eyil lead the measure^^ sudi are to be followed: 
them^ and tike a more dilated farewell* 
r. And I win do so. . 
r. Worthy fellows ) and like to prove most 

y swoid-iQen* 

lEx€unt Bertram and Parolles. 

Enter Lafeu. 

f. Vsarim, my lord, IKneeUng.'] for me and for 

my tidings. 
ng, 1*11 fee thee to stand up. 
f. Then here's a man 

Is^ that has brought his pardon. I would^ you 

hey are the foremost in the fashion* 

lave the tni^ militaiy step. 3 The dance. 
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Had kneel*d> my lord^ to ask me mercy ; and 
That^ at my biddings you could so stand up. 

King. I would I had ; so I had broke thy pate^. 
And ask'd thee mercy for*t 

Lqf. Goodfaith, across :4 

But, my good lord, 'tis thus } "Will you be cur'd 
Of your infirmity? 

King, No* 

Lqf, O, will you eat 

No grapes, my royal fox ? yes, but jrou will> 
My noble grapes, an if my royal fox 
Could reach them : I have seen a medicine,^ . 
That's able to breathe life into a stone ; 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canaxy^^ 
With spritely fire and motion ; whose simple touch. 
Is powerful to araise king Pepin, nay. 
To give great Charlemain a pen in his hand. 
And write to her a love-line. 

King. What her is this' 

Laf. Why, doctor she: My lord, there's one 
arriv'd. 
If you will see her,— now, by my faith and honour. 
If seriously I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke 
With one, that, in her sex, her years, profession,^ 
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amaz*d me more 
Than I dare blame my weakness : Will you see her 

^ Unskilfully ; a phrase taken from the exerdse at « 
quintaine. 

$ A female physician. * A kind of dance. 

7 By profession is meant her declaration of the object of 
her coming. 
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(For that is her demand^ and know her business? 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King, Now, good Lafeu^ 

Bring in the admiration 3 that we with thee 
May spend our wonder too, or take off thine, 
37 wond*ring how thou took*st it. 

Lqf. Nay, TM fit yoq. 

And not be all day neither. ^Exit Lafeu» 

King. Thus he his special nothing ever prologues. 

Re'Cnter La feu, with Helena. 

Lqf, Nay> coni® 3^0*^ wbjs. 

King. This haste hath wings indeed. 

Laf, Nay, come your ways : 
This is his majesty, say your mind to him : 
A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors 
His majesty seldom fears : I am Cressid*s unde,^ 
That dare leave two together 3 fare you well. [EnV. 

King, Now, fair one, does your business follow us? 

Hel, Ay, my good lord, (rerard de Narbon was 
My father $ in what he did profess, well found.^ 

. King, I knew hini. 

Hel, The rather wiU I spare my praises towards 
him; 
Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death 
Many ireceipts be gave me; chiefly on^. 
Which, as the dearest issue of his practice. 
And of his old experience the only darling, 
f{e bad me store up, as a triple eye,' 
Safer than mine own two, more dear ; I have so : 

^ I am like Pjmdanis. ^ Of acknowledged excellence. 

* A third eye. 
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Andj hearing your high majeitjr if tooch'd 
With that malignant cause wherein the honour 
Of my dear father's gift stands chief in power, 
I come to tender itj and my appliance. 
With all bound humbleness. 

King. We thank you, nuidott; 

But may not be so credulous of cure^— • 
When our most learned doctors leave vsi and 
The congregated college ha?e condudsd 
That labouring art can never ransome nature 
From her inaidable estate^— I say We must not 
So stain.our judgment^ or cnrropt oar hope> 
To prostitute our past-cure malady 
To cmpiricks 3 or to dissever so 
Our great self and our credit, to esteem 
1\. senseless help^ when help past sense we ddcn. 

Hel, My duty then shall pay me to my paios: 
I wiH no more enforce mine office on youj 
Humbly ^treating from your royal thooghts 
A modest one^ to bear me back agaki* 

Kmg. I cannot give thee less, tobe call'dgntefid: 
Thou thought*st to help me 5 and such thanks I give> 
As one near death to those that wish him live : 
But^ what at full I know> thou know'st no part; 
I knowing aD my perils thou no art. 

Hel. What Icon do, can do no hurt to try, ' 
Since you set up your rest *gainst remedy i 
He that of greatest works is finisher. 
Oft does them by the weakest minister : 
80 holy writ in babes hath judgment showtt. 
When judges have been babes.* Great floods have 
flown 
* An allusion to Paniel judging the two Elders* 
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From simple waoxtm ;' and great seas have dried. 
When suradet have by the gxeatest been denied/ 
Oft expectation £ulf, and mott oft there 
Where moft it {ttomiiei I andoftithitSj 
Where hope ia ooldest, and despair mosi sits. 

JCtii^. I most not hear thee 3 fare tbee well, kind 
maid; 
Thy paini> not iu'4» mnat by thyself be paid : 
TrnSen, not took, re^ thanks for their reward. 

Hel. Inspired merit ao by breath is barr*d : 
It is not so widi him that slQ things knows. 
Am *6b with na that square our guess by shows : 
But most it is presumption in us, when 
The hdp of heaven we count the act of men. 
Dear sir, to my endeavours give oenaent; 
Of heaven, not ma, make an experiment. 
I am not an Inqpostor, that prodaim 
Myself against the level of mine aim ; ' 
But know I thmk, and think I know most sure. 
My art is not pa^t power, nor you past cure. 

King. Art Ahou so confident? Within what spaoe 
Hop*st,thou my cure ? 

HeL The greatest grace lending grace. 

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring 
Their fieiy tpicber his diurnal ring; 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Heqperas^ hath quench*d his sle^^iy lamp; 

3 f . #. When Moses smote the rock in Horeb* 
^ This must refer to the children of Israel passing the 
Red Sesy when mincles had been denied by Pharaoh. 
^ i.^ Ihilsai 19 futitsf things than befits the mediocrity 

of my conditSqau 
* The svening star. 



/ 
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Or four and twenty times the pilot's glass 
Hath told the thievish minutes how. they pass; 
What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly^ 
Health shall live free^ and sickness fieely die. 

King, Upon thy certainty and confideooe. 
What dar'st thou renture ? 

HeL Tax of iniptzdenoe|P-« 

A strumpet's boldness^ a divulged shame,-^ - 
Traduc*d by odious ballads $ my maiden's name 
Sear*d otherwise; no worse of worst extended. 
With vilest torture let my life be ended. 
King. Methinks^ in thee some blessed spirit doAf 
speak; . . 

His powerful sounds within an organ weak : 
And what impossibility would slay 
In common sense^ sense saves another vray. 
Thy life is dear; for all^ that life can rate 
Worth name of life^ in thee hath estimate;^ 
Youths beauty^ wisdom^ courage^ virtue^ all 
That happiness and prime '^ can happy call > 
Thou this to hazard^ needs must intimate 
Skill infinite^ or monstrous desperate. 
Sweet practiser, thy physlck I wiU try ; 
That nunisters thine own deaths if I die. 

HeL If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I spoke^ unpitied let me die; 
And well deserv'd : Not helping, death's my fee; 
But, if I help, what do you promise me ? 

King. Make thy demand. 

HeU But will you make it even ^ 

King. Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of heaveiit 

* i.e. Miy be counted among the gifts enjoyed by thee* 
Y The spring or inonuDg of life. 
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HelJ Then shalt thou give me^ with thy Ungly 
hand^ 
What Ilasband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France -, 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy state: 
Bttt such a one> thy vatfsal> whom I know 
Is free for me to ask^ thee to bestow. 

Kuig, Here is my hand ; the premises observ'dj 
Thy will by my performance shall be serv'dj 
So make the choice of thy own time; for I, 
Ihy resolv'd patient^ on thee still rely. 
Mote should I question thee^ and more I must ; 
Tbaaf^, more to know^ could not be more to trust; 
ftom whence thou cam*st^ how tended on^— But rest 
Unquestion'd welcome, and undoubted blest.—* 
Give me some help here^ ho !— If thou proceed 
As high as word, my 'deed shall match thy deed. 

[Flourish. Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 

Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's Palace, 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count, Come on, sir; I shall now put you to the 
height of your breeding. 

Clo» I will show myself highly fed, and lowly 
taught: 1 know my business is but to the court. 

Coufit, To the court! why, what place make you 
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special^ when you put off that with sacii oontompt? 
But to the court ! 

Clo. TnHy, madam^ if God have lent a man anf 
manners^ he may easily put it off at court : he tiiat 
cannot make a leg, put off*s cap> ki«s his hand^ axxt 
say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; 
andj indeed, such a fellow, to say precisely, were 
not for the court : but, for me^ I have an answer will 
86rve all men. 

Count. Marry, that's a bountiful answer, that fits 
all questions. 

Clo, It is like a barber's chair, that fits all bat* 
locks; the pin -buttock, the quatcb-bottock, the/ 
brawn-buttock, or any buttock. 

C(nmt. Will your answer serve fit to all questions } 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an at* 
torney> as your French crown for your tafi^ta pimki 
as Tib's rush for Tom's fore^finger, as a pancake fo 
Shrove«tuesday, a morris for May-day, as the nail to 
bis hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a scolding quean 
to a wrangling knave, as the nun's lip to the friar's 
mouth ; nay, as the pudding to his skin. 

C&mit. Have you, I say, an answer of such fitness 
for all questions ? 

Clo, From below your duke, to beneath your con- 
stable, it will fit any question. 

Count. It must be an answer of most monstrous 
size, that must fit all demands. 

Clo. But a trifie neither, in good finth, if die lean* 
ed should speak truth of it : here it is, and all that 
belongs to't ; Ask me, if I am a courtier) it sb^ ^ 
you BO harm to leara. 
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Count, To be joung again^ if we could: I will be 
a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by your 
answer. I pray you, sir, are you a courtier ? 

Cfo. b Lord, sir, ^There's a simple putting ofFj 

—-more, more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that lovea 
you. 

Clo. O Lord, 811, — ^Thick, thick, spare not me. 

Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this home- 
ly meat. 

Cfo. O Lord, sir,— Nay, put me to't, I warrant 

Count, You were lately whipped, sir, as I think. 

Clo, O^Lord, sir,— Spare not me. 

Count. Do you cry, Lord, sir^ at your whip* 
ping, and spare not me? Indeed, your Lord, sir^ 
if Tery sequent* to your whipping ^ you would an- 
swer very well to a whipping, if you were but bound 
to't. 

Clo, I ne*er had worse luck in my life, in my—- 
Ltn'd, &ir: I see, things may serve long, but not 
serve ever. -^ 

Count, I play the noble housewife with the time, 
to entertain it so merrily with a fool. 

Clo. O Lord, sir, — Why, there't serves well again. 

Count. An end, sir, to your business : Give Helen 
thi8> 
And urge her to a present answer back: 
Commend me to my kinsmen, and my son j 
This is not much. 

Ch, Not much commendation to them. 

• Properly follows* 
VOL. III. R 
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Counts Not much employment for you: Yea 
understand me ? 

Clo. Most fruitfully I I am there hetote my 1^. 
Count. Haste you again. lExeunt severally » 



SCENE III. 
Paris. A iloom in the ILing*s Palace, 

Enter Bertram^ Lafeu^ and Parollss. 

Laf, They say^ miracles are past; and we hare 
our philosophical persons^ to make modern^ and 
familiar things^ supernatural and. causeless. Hence 
is it^ that we make trifles of terrors 3 ensconcing 
curselves into seeming knowledge^ when we should 
submit ourselves to an unknown fear.^ 

Par. Why, 'tis the rarest argument of wondeo 
that hath shot out in our latter times. 

Ber, And so 'tis. 

Laf. To be relinquished of the artists,—— 

Par. So I say ; both of Galen and Paracdsus, 

Laf. Of all the learned and authentick fellows,— 

Par. Right, so I say. 

Laf. That gave him out incurable,— 

Par. Why, there 'tis j so say I too. 

Laf. Not to be helped,— 

Par. Right : as 'twere, a man assured of an— 

Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death. 

Par. Just, you say well 5 so would I have said. 

Lcf. I may truly say, it is a novelty to the world* 

Par. It is, indeed : if you will have it in show* 

* Ordinary. * Fear means here the object of ftar* 
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ing, you shall read it in,— What do you call 
there? — 

Laf. A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly 
actor. 

Par, That's it I would have said 3 the very same. 

Lqf» Why, your dolphin' is not lustier : 'fore me 
I speak in respect 

Par* Nay, 'tis strange, 'tis very strange, that is the 
brief and the tedious of it; and he is of a most 
fMdnorous^ spirit, that will not acknowledge it to be 
t he ■ 

Lqf. Very hand of heaven^ 

Par. Ay, so I say. 
. Lttf» In a most weak— — * 

Par, And debile minister, great power, great 
transoendence : which should, indeed, give us a 
further use to be made, than alone the recovery of 
the king, as to be— — 

Lqf.. Generally thankfid. 

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants, 

Par* I would have said it; you say well: Here 
comes the king. 

Lqf. Lustick,' as the Dutchman says: I'll like 
a maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my head : 
Why, he's able' to lead her a coranto. 

Par. Mort du Vinaigre ! Is not this Helen ? 

Laf. Tore God, I think so. 

King, Go, call before me all the lords in court.— 

[Exit an Attendant, 

» The dauphin. * Wicked. 

' Lustigh is the Dutch word for lusty, cheerful. 

r2 
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Sit, my preserver, by thy patient's side ; 

And with this healthful hand, whose banisb*d sense- 

Thou hast repeaVd, a second time receive 

The confirmation of my promis'd gift^ 

Which but attends thy nanuog. 

Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye: this youthful paitel 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing. 
O'er whom both sovereign power and father's voice' 
I have to use : thy frank election make 5 
Thou hast power to choose, and they none to for« 
sake. 

Hel. To each of you €m» fiur and virtuous mistress 
Fall, when love please ! — ^marry, to each> but one !* 

Laf. I'd give bay Curtal,^ and his fiiniitute^ 
My mouth no more were broken than these boys*. 
And ^rit as little beard. 

King. Peruse them weQ:. 

Not one of those, but had a noble father. 

Hel. Gentlemen, 
Heaven hath, through me, restored the king to health. 

All. We understand it, and thank heaven for you. 

H9I. I am a simple maid; and therein wealthiest. 
That, I protest, I simply am a maid ; ' ' 
Please it your majesty, I have done already: 
The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper m£^ 
JVe blush, that thou should' st choose ; kut^ be rrfvs'df 
Let the white death sit on thy cheek for eoer; 
We* II ne*er come there again. 

3 They were wards 'as, well as subjects. 
^ Except one, meaning Bertram. s A docked korse. 



Scene in. THAT ENDS WELL. J4S 

King. Make choice 5 and> see^ 

Who shuns thy love^ shuns all his love in me. 

Hel. Now> Dian^ from thy altar do I fly 5 
And to imperial Love^ that god most high> 
Do my sighs stream. — Sir, will you hear my suit? 

1 Lord. And grant it. 

HeL Thanks, sir 5 all the rest is mute.^ 

Lrf. I had rather be in this choice, than throw 
ames-ace'' for my life^ 

Hd. The honour, sir, that flames in your &ir eyes^ 
Before I speak, too threateningly replies : 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble love ! 

2 Lard, No better, if you please. 

HeL My wish receive. 

Which great love grant! and so I take my leave. 

Lrf. Do all they deny her ? An they were sons of 
nune, I*d have them whipped) or I would send them 
to the Turk, to make eunuchs of. 

He/. Be not afraid \To a Lord] that I your hand 
should take 5 
I'll never do you wrong for your own sake : 
Blessing upon your vows ! and in your bed 
End fiurer fortune, if you ever wed ! 

Lrfi These boys are boys of ice, they'll none have 
her: sure, they are bastards to the English; the 
French ne'er got them. 

Hid. You are too young, too happy, and too good. 
To make yourself a son out of my blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not so* 

^ i, e. \ have no more to say to you« 
7 The lowest chance of the dice. 
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Laf, There's one grape yet, — ^I am sure, thy fether 
drank wine. — ^But if thou be*st not an ass, I am a 
youth of fourteen 3 I have known thee already. 

HeL I dare not say, I take you j {To Bertram] 
but I give 
Me, and my service, ever whilst I live. 
Into your guiding power.-*-This is the man. 

King, Why then, young Bertram, take her, she's 
thy wife. 

Ber, My wife, my liege ? I shall beseech your 
highness. 
In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King. K.now'st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has dpne for me ? 

Ber, Yes, my good lordj 

But never hope to know why I should marry her. 

King, Thou know'st, she has rais'd me from my 
sickly bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Must answer for your raising ? I know her wellj 
She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor physician's daughter my wife ! — Disdain 
Rather corrupt me ever ( 

King, Tis only title* thou disdain'st in her, the 
which 
I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods, 
Qf colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together. 
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off 
In differences so mighty : If she be 
All that is virtuous, (save what thou dTslik'st, 

• /. Cf The want of title. 
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A poor i^ysician's daughter^) thou dislik'st 

Of virtue for the name: but do not so : 

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed^ 

Tbe place is dignified by the doer's deed : 

Where great additions 9 swells and virtue none. 

It is a dropsied honour : good alone 

Is goodj without a name^ vileness is so r' 

Tbe property by wbajt it is should go. 

Not by the titl^. She is young, wise, fair; 

In these to nature she*s immediate heir; 

And these breed honour : tliat is honour's scorn^ 

Wbifih challenges itself as honour's born. 

And is not like the sire : Honours best thrive. 

When rather from our acts we them derive 

Than our fore*-goers : tbe mere word's a slave, 

Debauch'd on every tomb j on every grave, 

A lying trophy, and as gft i$ dumb. 

Where dust, apd d^qm'd oblivion, is the tomb 

Of honour'd bones i|id^» What should be said? 

If thoq cgusjt like this croatur^ as a mdd, 

I can create the rest : virtue, and she. 

Is her own dower ; honour apd wealth, from me. 

Ber. 1 cannot love h^r, nor will strive to do't. 

King. Thou wrong'st thyself, if thou should'st 
strive to choose. 

HeL That you are well restor'd, nay lord. Jam 
g^adi 
Let the rest go. 

King. My honour's at the stak^j which to defeats 

9 Titles. 
■ Good is good independent of any worldly distinction, and 
«• is Tileness vile. 
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I must prodace my power : Here^ take her handj 

Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift j 

That dost in vile misprision shackle up 

My love^ and her desert $ that canst not dream. 

We, poizing us in her defective scale. 

Shall weigh thee to the beam: that wilt not know. 

It is in us to plant thine honour, where 

We please to have it grow : Check thy cdntempt : 

Obey oim: will, which travails in thy good : 

Believe not thy disdain, but presently 

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right. 

Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims; 

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever. 

Into the staggers, and the cardess lapse 

Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and hate, 

Ix>osing upon thee in the name of justice. 

Without all terms of pity : Speak 5 thine answer. 

Ber, Pardon, my gracious lord 5 for I submit 
My fancy to your eyes : When I consider. 
What great creation, and what dole of honour. 
Flies where you bid it, I find, that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The praised of the king; who, so ennobled. 
Is, as 'twere, born so. 

King. Take her by the hand. 

And tell her, she is thine : to whom I {iromisc 
A counterpoize ; if not to thy estate, 
A balance more replete. 

Ber. 1 take her hand. 

King. Good fortune, and the favour of the king, 
Smile upon this contract ;' whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief. 
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And be pedbrm'd to*night : the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space^ 
Expecting absent iriends. As thou loy*st her^ 
Thy love's to me religious 5 else^ does err. 

[Exeunt King, Bertram^ Helena^ Lords, 
and Attendants, 

Laf, Do you hear, monsieur? a word with you. 

Par, Your pleasure, sir ? 

Laf, Your lord and master did well to make hit 
fccantation. 

Par. Recantation? — ^Mylord? my master? 

Laf. Ay ; Is it not a language, I speak ? 

Par, A most harsh one $ and not to be understood 
without bloody succeeding. My master ? 

Laf. Are you companion to the count Rousillon? 

Par. To any count 5 to all counts 5 to what is man. 

Laf. To what is count's man^ count's master is 
of another style. 

Pat. You are too old, sir j let it satisfy you, you 
are too <^. 

Laf. I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man; to 
which title age cannot bring thee. . 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf, I did think thee, for two ordinaries,* to be 
a pretty wise fellow 3 thou didst make tolerable vent 
of thy travel ; it might pass : yet the scarfs, and the 
bannerets, about thee, did manifeldly dissuade me 
firom believing thee a vessel of too great a burden. 
I have now found thee; when I lose thee again, I 
care not : yet art thou good for nothing but taking 
tip; and that thou art scarce worth. 

* I. e. While 1 sate twice with thee at dinner. 
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Par, Hadst thou not the privil^e fit antiquity 
upon thee,— — 

Laf. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, lest 
thou hasten thy trial) which if— Lord have mercy on 
thee for a hen! So, my good window of lattice, fare 
thee well ; thy casement I need not open^ for I look 
through thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me most ^pre^ous in* 
dignity. 

Laf, Ay, with all my heart ; and thou art worthy 
ofit. 

Par, I have not, my lord, deserved it. 

Lqf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I will 
not bate thee a scruple. 

Par, Well, I shall be wiser. 

Lqf, E'en as soon as thou canst^ for thou hast to 
pull at a smack o* the contrary, If ever thou be'st 
l>ound in thy scarf, and beaten, thou shalt find what 
it is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a desire to 
hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my knowr 
ledge j that I may say, in the default^' he is a man I 
know. 

Par, My lord, you do me most insupportable 
vexation. 

Lqf. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake, and 
my poor doing eternal : for doing I am past; p I 
will by thee, in what motion age will give me leave. 

[£«/. 

Par, Well, thou hast a son shall take this dis* 
grace off me 3 scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord!— 
Well, I must be patient 3 there is no fettering ci 

3 Ataneed. 
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authority. I'll beat him, by my life, if I can meet 
him with any convenience, an he were double and 
double a lord. 1*11 have no more pity of his age, 
than I would have of— I'll beat him, an if I could 
but meet him again. 

Re-enter Lafeu. 

Lqf, Sirrah, your lord and master's married, there's 
news for you ; you have a new mistress. 

Par, I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship to 
make some reservation of your wrongs : He is my 
good lord : whom I serve above, is my master. 

Lqf. Who? God? 

Par, Ay, sir. 

Lqf, The di^y'il it is, that's thy master. ^ Why dost 
thou garter up thy arm^ o' this ^shion ? dost make 
hose of thy sleeves ? do other servants so ? Thou wert 
best set thy l^wer part where thy nose stands. By 
mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, I'd 
beat thee : methinks, thou art a general ofience, and 
every man should beat thee. I think, thou wast 
created for men to breathe^ themselves upon thee. 

Par* This is hard and undeserved measure, my 
lord. 

Lqf, .Go to, sir J you were beaten in Italy for 
picking a kernel out of a pomegranate; you are a 
vagabond, and no true traveller : you are more saucy 
with lords, and honourable personages, than the 
heraldry of your birth and virtue gives you com- 
mission. You are not worth another word, else I'd 
call you knave. I leave you. ^Exit, 

3 Exercise. 
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Enter Bertram* 

Far, Good^ very good; it is so then.— Cood^ very 
good ; let it be concealed a while. 

Ber, Undone, and forfeiteu to cares for ever! 

Par. What is the matter, sweet heart ? 

Ber, Although before the solemn priest I havt 
sworn, 
I will not bed her. 

Par. What? -what, sweetheart? 

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me:— 
I'll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits 
The tread of a man's foot : to the wars ! 

Ber. There's letters from my mother; what the 
import is, 
I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would be known : To the warti 
my boy, to the wars ! 
He wears his honour in a box unseen. 
That hugs his kicksy-wicksy* here at home; 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms. 
Which should sustain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery steed : To other regions ! 
France is a stable; we that dwell in*t, jades'; 
Therefore, to the war ! 

Ber. It shall be so ; I'll send her to my house^ 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her. 
And wherefore I am fied ; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak : His present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields, 

4 A cant term for a wife* 
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Where noble fellows strike : War is no strife 
To the dark house^^ and the detested wifb. 

Par. Will this capricio hold in thee^ art sure?. 

jBer. Go with me to my chamber, and advise me* 
111 send her straight away: To-morrow 
I'll to the wars> she to her single sorrow. 

Par* Why, these balls bound; there's noise in it 
— Tishard; 
A young man, married, is a man that's marr*d: 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go: 
The king has done you wrong; but, hush! 'tis so. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 
The same* Another Room in the same. 

Enter Helena and Clown. 

HeL My mother greets me kindly: Is she well? 

Clo. She is not well^ but yet she has her health: 
she's very merry; but yet she is not well : but thanks 
be given, she's very well, and wants nothing i'the 
world; but yet she is not well. 

HeL If she be very well, what does she ail, that 
«he's not very well ? 

Clo* Truly, she's very wdl, indeedj but for two 
things. 

Hel. What two things ? 

Clo. One, that she's not in heaven, whither God 
send her quickly ! the other, that she's in earth, torn 
whence God send her quickly ! 

s The house made gloomy by discontent. 
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Enter Parolles. 

Far. Bless you, my fortunate lady ! 

Hel, I hope, sir, I have your good will to have 
mine own good fortunes. 

Far, You had my prayers to lead them on ; and 
to keep them on, have them still.— ^, my knave ! 
How does my old lady ? 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her miuief, 
I would she did as you say. 

Far, Why, I say nothing. 

Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man 3 for many a 
man*s tongue shakes out his master's undoing : To 
say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to 
have nothing, is to be a great part of your titlef 
which is within a very little of nothing. 

Far. Away, thou*rt a knave. 

Clo, You should have said, sir, before a knave 
thou art a knave 5 that is, before me thou art a 
Icnave : this had been truth, sir. 

Far. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found 
thee. 

Clo. Did you find me in yourself, sir? or were 
you taught to find me ? The search, sir, was pro- 
fitable J and much fool may you find in yoa, even to 
the world's pleasure, and the increase of laughter. 

Far. A good knave, i'faith, and well fed.— . 
Madam, my lord will go away to-night f 
A very serious business calls on him. 
The great prerogative and rite of love, 
Which^ as your due, time claims, be does acknow- 
ledge ^ 
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fiiit puts it off by a compelled restraint ; 

Whose vrant, and whose delay^ is strewed with 

sweets^ 
Which they distil now in the curbed time^ 
To make the coming hour overflow with joy. 
And pleasure drowathe brim. 

Hel. What's his will else > 

Par» That you will take your instant leave o' the 
king. 
And make this haste as your own good proceeding; 
Strengthen*d with what apology you think 
May make it probable need.^ 

Hel. What more commands he } 

Par. That, having this obtained, you presently 
Attend his further pleasure. 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will* 

Par. I shall report it so. 

HeL I pray you.— Come, sirrah. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE V. 
Another Room in the same. 

Enter LA feu and Bertram. 

Laf. But, I hope, your lordship thinks not him a 
loldier. 
Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 
Laf, You have it from his own deliverance. 
Ber. And by other warranted testimony. 

^ A specious appearance of necessity. 
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Laf, Then my dial goes not true; I took this lark 
for a buQting.7 

Ber, I do assure you, my lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Idif, I have then sinned against his experience, 
and transgressed against his valour 3 and my state 
that way is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my 
heart to repent. Here he comes; I pray you, make 
us friends, I will pursue the amity. 

Enter Pa roll es* 

Tar. These things shall be done, sir. 

\To Bertram, 

haf. Pray you, sir, who's his tailor ? 

"Bar. Sir ? 

Laf. O, I know him well : Ay, sir j he, sir, is a 
good workhian, a very good tailor. 

jBer. Is she gone to the king ? 

\Asidt to Parolees. 

Par, She is. 

Ber. Will she away to-night ? 

Par, As you'll have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed mj treasure, 
Given order for our horses 3 and to-night. 
When I should take possession of the bride,— 
And, ere I do begin,—— 

Laf, A good traveller is something at the latter end 
of a dinner 3 but one that lies three-thirds, and uses 
a known truth to pass a thousand nothings witby 
should be once heard, and thrice beaten. — God save 
you, captain, 

7 The bunting nearly resembles the sky- lark ; but ha* 
Uttle or no song, which gives estimation to the sky-lark. 
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Bcr. Is there any unkindnesi between mjr lord tod 
you, monsieur? 

Far. I know not bow 1 have deserved to run into 
my lord's displeasure. 

laf. You have made shift to run into*t, boots and 
spurs and all, like him that leaped into the custard ; 
and out of it you'll run again, rather than suffinr 
question for your residence. 

Ber, It may be^ you have mistaken him, my lord. 

Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took him at 
his prayers. Fare you well, my lord 5 and believe 
this of nft. There can be no kernel in this light nut; 
the soul of this man is his clothes : trust him not 
in matter of heavy consequence ) I have kept of 
them tame, and know their natures. ^- Farewellji 
monsieur : I have spoken better of you, than you 
have or will deserve at my hand y but we must do 
good against evil. \Exit» 

Far. An idle lord, I swear. 

Ber. I think so. 

Far, Why, do you not know him ? 

Ber. Yes, I do know him wellj and common 
speech 
Gives him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog. 

Enter Heleka. 

HeL I have, sir, as I was commanded from you^ 
Spoke with the king, and have procured his leave 
For present parting j only, he desires 
Some private speech with you. 

Ber. I shall obey his will. 

You must not marvel, Helen, at my course, 

VOL. III. S 
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Which holds not colour with the time^ nor does 

The ministration and required ofEce 

On my particular : prepar*d I was not 

For such a business 5 ther^ore am I found 

So much unsettled: This drives me to entreat yoa^ 

That presently you take your way for home; 

And rather muse,^ than ask, why I entreat you : 

For my respects are better than they seem 3 

And my appointments have in them a need. 

Greater than shows itself, at the first view. 

To you that know them not. This to my mother: 

[Gvoing a ktien 
*TW^ill be two days ere I shall see you -, so 
I leave you to your wisdom. 

Hel, Sir, I can nothing saj; 

But thaf I am your most obedient servant. 

jBer. Come, come, no more of that. 

HeL And ever shall 

With true observance seek to eke out that. 
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail'd 
To equal my great fortune. 

Ber, Let that go : 

My haste is very great : Farewell j hie home. 

Hel. Pray, sir, your pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you say? 

HeL I am not worthy of the wealth I owe;' 
Nor dare I say, 'tis mine j and yet it is 5 
But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

Ber, What would you have? 

Hei, Something ; and scarce so much :— nothings 
indeed.— 

• 

• Wonder. 9 Possess. 
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[ would not tell you what I would : my lord— 'faiths 

yes J— 
Strangers^ and foes, do sunder, and not kiss. 
Ber, I pray you, stay not, but in haste to horse* 
Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good my lord. 
Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur?— 'Fare* 
well. {Exit Helena. 

Gro thou toward home > where I will never come, 
Whilst I can shake my sword, or hear the drum :— 
^way, and for our flight. 
Tur. Bravely, dordgio! 

\Exevnt. 

ACT III. 

SCENE J. Florence. A Room in the Duke's 

Palace, 

thurish. Enter the Duke of Florence, attended; two 
French Lords^ and others, 

Duke, So that, frotn point to point, now have you 
heard 
Fhe fundamental reasons of this war ; 
Wliose great decision hath much blood let forth^ 
^d more thirsts after. 

1 Lord. Holy seems the quarrel 

Upon your grace's part 5 black and fearfiil 
Dn the opposer. 
Duke, Therefore we marvel much, our cousin 
France 
Would, in so just a business, shut his boscm 
Against our borrowing prayers. 

• 2 
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2 Lord^ Good my lord. 

The reasons of our state I cannot yield>< 
But like a common and an outward man/ 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By self*unable motion : therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it j since I have found 
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess*d. 

Duke. Be it his pleasure. 

2 Lord, But I am sure, the younger of our oi* 
. ture,* 
That surfeit on their ease, will, day by day. 
Come here for physick. 

Duke. Welcon^e shall they be; 

And all the honours, that can fly from us. 
Shall on them settle. You know your places well; 
When better fall, for your avails they fell : 
To-morrow to the field. \Fl<yuruh. Exeunt* 

SCENE II. 

Rousillon. A Room in the Countes3'8 Palace, 

Enter Countess and Clown. 



Count. It hath happened all as I would have 
it, save, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo, By my troth, I take my young lord to be» 
very melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you ? 

> I. : I cannot inform you of the reasons. 

^ One not in the secret of afiairs 

S As w« say at present^ our you4g ftUows. 






i 
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Clo. Wli7> he will look upon his boot> and sing ; 
oend the rufF>^ and sing ^ ask questions^ and sing ; 
»ick his teeth, and sing : I know a man tha^ had 
bb trick of mdancholj, sold a goodlf manor finr a 
ong. 

Count* Let me see what be writes, and when be 
oeans to come. [(>pfittng a letttr^ 

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel, since I was at 
mxrt : our old ling and oilr Isb^ls o*the country are 
lotbing like your old ling and your Isbels o*the 
oort: the brains of my Cupid's knocked out; and 
. begin to love, aa an eld man lores money, with vo 
tomach. 

Count* What ha^^ we here ? 

Clo* E'en that you have there. [Exit* 

Count, [Reads.] I have sent you a daughter^in'' 
aw: she hath recovered the king, and undone me* I 
tove xpeddcd her, not bedded her; and rwom to make 
he not eternal* You shall hear, I am run away; 
mm itf before the report come* J[f there be breadth 
tiough in the worlds I will hold a long distance^ 
My duty to you. 

Your unfortunate son, 

Bkatkak* 
[his is not well, rash and unbridled boy. 
To fly the fiivours of so good a king $ 
To pluck his indignation on thy head, 
Ij the misprizing of a maid too virtuous 
?or the contempt of empire. 

4 The foldlnj; at the top of the boot. 
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Reenter Clown. 

Clo. O madam^ yonder is heavy news within^ be* 
tween two soldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What is the matter ? 

C/b. Nay> there is some comfort in the news, 
tome comfortj your son will not be killed so soon as 
I thought he would. 

Count. Why should he be killed ? 

Clo. So say I^ madam^ if he run away^ as I hear 
he does: the danger is in standing to^t; that's the 
loss of men, though it be the getting of childreo. 
Here they come, will tell you more : for my par^ 
J only hear, your son was run away. ^Exit Clowo* 

Enter IIelena and two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent, Save you, good madam. 

Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone. 

2 Gent. Do not say so. 

Count. Think upon patience. — 'Pray you, gen* 

tlemen,-^ 
I have felt so many quirks of joy, and grjef. 
That the first face of neither, on the start. 
Can woman ^ me unto't : — ^Where is my son, I prajr 

you? 
2 Gent. Madam, he's gone to serve the duke of 

Florence : 
We met him tiiitherward; from thence we came, 
And, after some despatch in hand at court, 
Thither we l?end again. ' 

s /. e. Affect me suddenly and deeply, ais our sex af9 
tisiially afiect«4* * 
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HeL Look on his letter^ madam 5 here's my pass- 
port. 
[Reads.] When thou canst get the ring upon my 
faiger^ which never shiiU come off', and show me 
a child begotten of thy hody^ thai I am father 
tOf then call me husband: but in such a then I 
write a never. 
This is a dreadfiil sentence. 

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 

1 Gent. Ay, madam ; 
And, for the contents' sake, are sorry for our pains. 

Count. I pr^ythee, Igdy, have a better cheer 1 
If tliou engrossest all the griefs are thine,? 
Thou robb'st me of a moiety : He was my son ; 
Bat I do wash his name out of my blood. 
And thou art all my child. — ^Towards Florence is be) 

2 Gent. Ay, ma4am. 

Count. And to be a soldier ? 

2 Gent. Such is his noble purpose: and, believe't. 
The duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 

Count. Return you thither ? 

1 Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of 
speed. 

Hel. [Reads.] Till I ha'oe no wife, I have nothing 
in France^ 
Tis bitter. 

Count. Find you that there ? 

Hel. Ay, madam. 

< I. e. When you can get the ring which is on my finger 
iako your possession. 

' If thou keepest all thy sorrows to thyself* 
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1 Gent. 'Tis but the boldness of his hand^ haply^ 
which 
His hetrt was not consenting to» 

Count i Nothing in France^ until he have no wife! 
There's nothing b^re^ that is too good for him^ 
But only she \ and she deserves a lord^ 
That twenty such rude boys might tend upon^ 
And call her hourly, mistress. Who was with him \ 

1 Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have some time known. 
. County ParoUes, was^tnot) 

1 Gent, Ay, my good lady, he* 

Count, A very tainted fellow, and full of wicM* 
ness. 
My son corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 

1 Gent, Indeed, good lady> 
The fellow has a deal of that, too much. 
Which holds him much to have. 

Count, You are welcome, gentlemen, 
I will entreat you, when you see my son^ 
To tell him, that his sword can never win . 
The honour that he loses ; more I'll entreat you 
Written to bear along. 

2 Gent* We serve you, madams 
Jn that and all your worthiest affairs. 

Count, Not so, but as we change our courtesisf. 
Will you draw near ? 

lExeunt Countess and GendemW* 

* In reply to the gontkmcn's declaratioii that thcjr *^ 
her servants, the countess answers — ^no othtrwise 1^** 
she rptums the mno oiScM of civiUt^. 
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HeU TUl 1 have no mfe^ I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France, until he has no wife ! 
Thou shalt have none, RousiUon, none in France^ 
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord ! is't I 
That chase thee from thy country, and expo&e 
Those tender limbs of thine to the evejit 
Of the none-sparing war ? and is it I 
That driva thee from the sportive courts whevft 

thou 
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of smoky muskets ? O you leaden messengers. 
That ride upon the violent speed of fire. 
Fly with false aim j move the stiU-piercing air. 
That sings with piercing, do not touch my lord J 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there 3 
Whoever charges on his forward breast, 
I am the caitiff, that do hold him to it 5 
And, though I kill him not, I am the cause 
His death was so effected : better 'twere, 
I met the ravin ^ lion when he roar'd 
With sharp constraint of hunger 5 better 'twere 
That all the miseries, which nature oWes, 
Were mine at once : No, come thou home, Roa^* 

siUon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar. 
As oft it loses all ) J will be gone : 
My being here it is, that holds thee hence : 
Shall I stay here to do*t ? no, no, although 
The air of paradise did fan the house. 
And angels offic*d all : I will be gone; 
That pitifid rumour may report my flighty 

9 K^rcnou*.' 
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To consolate thine ear. Come, night; end, day! 
For, with the dark, poor thief, 1*11 steal away. 

SCENE III. 

Florence. Before the Duke*s Palace. 

Flourish, Enter the Duke of Florence, BerteaIt, 
Lords, Officers^ Soldiers, and others. 

Duke, The general of our horse thoa art ; and we, 
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence. 
Upon thy promising fortune. 

Ber. Sir, it is 

A charge too heavy for my strength j but yet 
We'll strive to bear it for your worthy sake. 
To the extreme edge of hazard. 

Dulce, Then go thou forthj 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm. 
As thy auspicious mistress ! 

Ber, This very day. 

Great Mars, I put myself into thy file: 
Make me but like my thoughts ; and I shall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exetmt, 

SCENE IV. 
Eousillon. A Room in the Countess's Palace. 

Enter Countess and Steward. 

Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter of 
her? 
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Might you not know> she would do as she has done. 
By sending me a letter ? Read it again. 

Stew. / am Saint J aquas' pilgrim, thither gone; 

Ambitious love hath so in me offended. 
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground upon. 

With sainted vow mi/ faults to have amended. 
Write, write, that, from the bloody course of war. 

My dearest master, your dear son may hie; 
Bless Jam at home in peace, whilst I from far , 

His name with zealous fervour sanctify : 
His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

I, his despiteful Juno,^ sent him forth 
Frwn courtly friends, with camping foes to live. 

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth : 
He is too good and fair for death and me ; 
Whom I myself embrace, to set him free. 

Count. Ah, what sharp stings are in her mildest 

words ! 

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice ' so much^ 
As letting her pass so 3 had I spoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents^ 
Which thus she hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon me, madam : 

If I had givep you this at over-night. 
She might have been o'erta*en j and yet she writes, 
Porsuit would be in vain. 

Count, What angel shall 

Bless this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive, 
IJnless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 

9 Alluding to the story of Hercules. 
' piscretion or thought* 
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And loves to grant, reprieve him from die wrath 
Of greatest justice.— Write, write, Rinaldo, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife ; 
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth. 
That he does weigh * too light : my greatest grief, 
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply. 
Despatch the most convenient messenger :-— 
When, haply, he shall hear that she is gone^ 
He will return ; and hope I may, that she^ 
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again. 
Led hither by pure love : which of them both 
Is dearest to me, I have no skill in sense 
To make distinction : — Provide this messengier :•-* 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 
Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak. 

SCENE V. 

Without the Walls of Florence. 

A tucket afar off. Enter an old Widow of Ho* 
rence, Diana, Violent a, Mariana, and other 
. Citizens. 

Wid. Nay, come; for if they do approach the 
city, we shall lose all the sight. 

Dia, They say, the French count has done most 
honourable service. 

Wid, It is reported that he has taken their greatest 
commander J and that with his own hand he slew 
the duke*s brother. We have lost our laboOr; they 

> ' WjBigh here means to value or esteem. 
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ire gone a contrary way: hark ! you may know bj 
their trumpets. 

Mar. Come, lets return again, and suffice our- 
selves with the report of it. Well, Diana^ take 
heed of this French earl : the honour of a maid is her 
name; and no legacy is so rich as honesty. 

Wid, I have told my neighbour, how you hav« 
been solicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave 3 hang him! one Pa- 
roUes : a filthy officer he is in those suggestions ^ for 
the young earl. — ^Beware of them, Diana ^ their pro- 
mises^ enticements, oaths^ tokens, and all these 
engines of lust, are not the things they go under :^ 
many a maid hath been seduced by them; and the 
misery is^ example, that so terrible shows in the 
wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade 
succession, but that they are limed with the twigs 
that threaten them. I hope, I need not to advise yoa 
further 5 but, I hope, your own grace will keep you 
where you are> though there were no further danger 
known, but the modesty which is so lost, 

IHa. You shall not need to fear me; 

"Enter Helena, in the dress of a PUgrim. 

Wid. I hope so.— —Look, here ccnnes a pilgrim : 
I know she will lie at my house : thither they send 
one another : I'll question her. — 
God saye you, pilgrim! Whither are you bound? 

Hel. To Saint Jaques le grand. 

3 Temptations. 
^ They are not the things for which their names wouU 
■uke them pus* 
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Were do the palmers ^ lodge, I do beseech you ? 

JVid, At the Saint Francis here, beside the port. 

Hel. Is this the way ? 

IVid. , Ay, marry, is it. — Hark you! 

[^ march afar (f. 
They come this way : — ^If you will tarry, holy pil- 
grim. 
But till the troops come by, 
I will conduct you where you shall be lodg'd j 
The rather, for, I think, I know your hostess 
As ample as myself. 

HeL Is it yourself? 

Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim. 

Hel. I thank you, and will stay upon your leisuitf. 

tVid. You came, I think, from France ? 

Hel. I did 80. 

• Wid. Here you shall see a countryman of yours, 
That has done worthy service. 

Hel. His name, I pray yon. 

Dia. The count Rousillon j Know you such a 
one? 

HeL But by the ear, that hears most nobly of 
him : 
His face I know not. 

Dia. Whatsoe'er he is. 

He's bravely taken here. He stole from France> 
As 'tis reported, for^ the king had married him 
Against his liking : Think you it is so ? 

HeL Ay, sorely, mere the truth 5' I know his ladjr* 

9 Pilgrims ; so called from a staff* or bough of palm ihe^ 
^cre wont to carry. 

* Because. 7 xhe exact, the entire truths 
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I>%a. There is a gentiemaD^ that serves the county 
.^x)rts but coarsely of her. 

Ed. What's his name? 

Lia. Monsieur Farolles. 

Ed. O, I believe with him^ 

1 argument of praise^ or to the worth 
^ the great count himself^ she is too mean 

have her name repeated \ all her deserving 
( a reserved honestv> and that 

have not heard examin*d. 

Dta. Alas, poor lady! 

?U a hard bondage, to become the wife 
f a detesting lord. 

Wid. A right good creature: wheresoever she if^ 
ier heart weighs sadly : this young maid might do her 

shrewd turn, if she pleased. 

HtL How do you mean ? 

tay be, the amorous count solicits her 

1 the unlawful purpose. 

Wxd. He does, indeed % 

nd brokes* with all that can in such a suit 
Qirrupt the tender honour of a maid : 
tit she is arm'd for him, and keeps her goard 
I honestest defences 

vf er vniK drum and colours, a party of tic Flo- 
rentine army, Bertram, and Parolles. 

Mar. The gods forbid else ! 

ITtrf. So, now they come :— 

^ is Antonio, the duke's eldest son; 

tui^ Escalui. 

' Deals with panders. 
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Hd. Which is the Fre&duDjm ? 

Dia. He; 

That with the plmne : 'tis a most gallant felknr; 
I would, he lov'd his ^nfe : if he were hooester, 
ife were much goodlier : — ^Is't not a handsome g^* 
tleman? 

HeL I like him well. 

Dia. lis pity, he is not honest: Yond*s thatnoe 
knave. 
That leads him to these places ^ weie I his ladj, 
rd pcHSon that vile rascal. 

Hel. Which is he ? 

Dia. That jack-an-apes with scar£i : Why ii bt 
melancholy ? 

^el. Fferchance he's hurt Tthe battle. 

Far, hose our drum ! well. i 

Mar. He*s shrewdly vexed at sojnetbing; Look, ' 
he has spied us. 

Wid. Marry, hang you ! 

Mar. And your courtesy^ for axing-carrkr! 

lExamt Bertram, Parollrs, Qficert, 
and Soldiers. 

Wid. The troop is past : Come, pilgrim, I will 
bring you 
Where you shall host : of enjoin*d penitents 
There's four or ^\e, to great Saint Jaques bound. 
Already at my house, 

Hel. I humbly thank jrou : 

Please it this matron, and this gentle maid. 
To eat with us to-night, the diarge, and thankioj; 
Shall be for me ; and, to requite you fiirther, 
I will bestow some precepts on this virgin. 
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Worthy the note. 

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. 

[Exeunt m 

SCENE VI. 
Camp before Florence. 

Enter Bertram^ and the two French Lords. 

i Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to't; let him 
have his way. 

2 Lord, If yom' lordslup find him not a hilding,' 
hold me no more, in your respect. 

1 Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble^ 

Ber. 'Do you think, I am so far deceived in him ? 

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him 
as my kinsman, he*s a most notable coward, an in^' 
finite and endless • liar, an hourly promise-breaker^ 
the owner of no one good quality worthy your lord- 
ship's entertainment. 

2 Lord, It were fit you knew him *, lest, reposing 
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he mighty 
at some great and trusty business, iti ^ main danger, 
fail you. 

Ber. I would, I knew in what particular action to 
try him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his 
^bum, which you hear him so confidently undertake 
to do. 

1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentineas will sud- 
^nly surprize him 5 such I will have, whom, I am 

* A paltiy fellow, a coward. 
VOL, HI, T 
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Jure, he knows not from the enemy : we will bind 
and hood-wink him so> that he shall suppose no other 
but that he is carried into the leaguer 9 of the adver- 
laries^ when we bring him to our tents : Be but your 
lordship present at his examination -, if he do not, 
for the promise of his life, and in the highest com- 
pulsion of base fear, offer to betray you, and deliver 
all the intelligence in his power against you, and that 
with the divine forfeit of his soul upon oath, never 
trust my judgment in any thing. 

2 Lord, O for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
Ms drum; he says, he has a stratagem for't: when 
your lordship sees the bottom of his success in*t, and 
to what metal this counterfeit lump of ore will be 
melted, if you give him not John Drum*s entertain- 
ment, your mdining cannot be removed. Here he 
comes. 

Enter Parolles. 

1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not 
the humour of his design 3 let him fetch off his drum 
in any hand. 

Ber. How now, monsieur? this drum sticks sorely 
in yom' disposition. 

2 Lord. A pox on*t let it go ; *tis but a drum. 
Par, But a drum ! Is't but a drum ? A drum sc^ 

lost! — ^There was an excellent command ! to charge 
in with our horse upon our own wings, and to rend 
our own soldiers. 

2 Lord, That was not to be blamed in the com- 
mand of the service 3 it was a disaster of war that 

' The camp. 
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Caesar himself could not have prevented^ if he had 
been there to command* 

Ber, Well, we cannot greatly condemn our suc- 
cess : some dishonour we had in the loss of that 
iram J but it is not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have been recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recovered : but that the merit of 
enrice is seldom attributed to the true and exact per« 
onner> I would have that drum or another^ or Mc 
acet.^ 

Ber. Why, if you have a stomach to't, monsieur, 
f yoa think your m3rstery in stratagem can bring 
(lis instrument of honour again into his native 
uarter, be magnanimous in the enterprize, and go 
•n ; I will grace the attempt for a worthy exploit t 
f you speed well in it, the duke shall both speak 
f it, and extend to you what further becomes his 
;reatness, even to the utmost syllable of your wor* 
hiness. 

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake it. 

Ber. But vou must not now slumber in it. 

Par. I'll about it this evening : and I will pre- 
ently pen down my dilemmas,^ encourage myself in 
ay certainty, put myself into my mortal preparation^ 
ind, by midnight, look to hear further firom me. 

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace, you are 
;one about it ? 

' I would recover the lost drum or another, or die in the 
ittempt* 

^ I will pen down my plans and the probable obstruc* 
^ioat. 

t2 
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Par. I know not what the success will be^ my 
lord^ bnt the attempt I vow- 

Ber. I know, thou art valiant ; and, to the pos- 
sibility of thy soldiership, will subs<^ribe for diee/ 
Farewell. 

Par, I love not many words. [£nY. 

1 Lord, No more than a fish loves water.— 4s not 
this a strange fellow, my lord ? that so confidently 
seems to undertake this business, which he knows is 
not to be done; danms himself to dp, and dares 
better be damned than to do't. 

2 Lord. You do not know him> my lord, as we 
do : certain it is, that he will steal himself into a 
man's favour, and, for a week, escape a great deal 
of discoveries > but when you find him out, you have 
him ever after. 

Ber, Why, do you think, he will make no deed 
at all of this, that so seriously he does address him- 
self unto ? 

1 Lord, None in the world j but return with an 
invention, and clap upon you two or three probable 
lies : but we have almost embossed him,^ you shall 
see his fall to-night ; for, indeed, he is not for your 
lordship's respect. 

2 Lord. We'll make you some sport with the faXf 
ere we case him."^ He was first smoked by the old 
lord Lafeu: when his disguise and he is parted, tell 
me what a sprat you shall find him ^ which you shall 
see this very night. 

. 1 Lord. I must go look my twigs ; he shall b« 
caught. 

* Hunted him down. 4 Before wc strip him iiak«i* 
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Ber. Your brother^ he shall go along with me. 

1 Lord. As*t please your lordship : 1*11 leave you. 

[Exit. 
Ber, Now will I lead you to the house> and show 
you 
The lass I spoke of. 

2 Lord. But^ you say> she^s honest. 
Ber. That's all the fault: I spoke with her but 

once. 
And found her wondrous cold ; but I sent to her^ 
By this same coxcomb that we have i*the wind^ 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send; 
And this is all I have done : She's a fair creature; 
Will you go see her ? 
^ Lord. With all my heart, my lord. 

\Exemt» 

SCENE VIL 
Horence* A Room in the Widow's House. 

Enter Helena and Widow, 

. HeL If you misdoubt me that I am not she« 
I know not how I shall assure you further. 
But I shall lose the grounds I work upon.^ ^ 

Wid. Though my estate be fallen, I was well bom. 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses i 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

HeL Nor would I wish you. 

Firsts £^ve me trust, the ^count he is my husband | 

5 /. fk By discovering herself to the «oimt# 
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And, what to your sworn counsel I have spoken. 
Is BO, from word to word 3 and then you cannot. 
By the good aid that 1 of you shall borrow. 
Err in bestowing it. 

IVid, I should believe you j 

"For you have show*d me that, which well approves 
You are great in fortune. 

HeL Take this purse of gold,' 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again. 
When I have found it. The count he wooes your 

daughter. 
Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty. 
Resolves to carry her 5 let her, in fine, consent^ 
As we'll direct her how 'tis best to bear it, ' 
Now his important ^ blood will nought deny 
That she'll demand : A ring the county '^ wears. 
That downward hath succeeded in his house. 
From son to son, some four or five descents 
Since the first father wore it : this ring he holds 
In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire. 
To buy his will, it would not seem too dear, 
Powe'er repented after. 

Wid, Now J see 

The bottom of your purpose. 

Hel, You see it lawful then: It is no more. 
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won, 
Desires this ring 5 appoints him an encounteri 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time. 
Herself most chastely absent : afiter this. 
To marry her, I'll add three thousand crowns 

< Importunate. 7 /. r. Count. 



Scene VIL THAT ENDS WELL. 279 

To what is past already. 

Wid. I have yielded : 

Instruct my daughter how she shall persever^ 
That time and place^ with this deceit so lawful^ 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With musicks of all sorts> and songs compos*d 
To her unworthiness : It nothing steads us^ 
To chide him from our eaves 3^ for he persists. 
As if his life lay on*t. 

Hel. Why then, to-night 

Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed. 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed. 
And lawfid meaning in a lawful act 3 
Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact : 
But let's about it. [Exetmt* 

ACT IV. 
SCENE I. Without the Florentine Camp. 

Enter Jirst Lord, with five or six Soldiers in ambush. 

1 Lord. He can come no other way but by this 
hedge' corner: When you sally upon him, speak 
what terrible language you will ; though you under- 
stand it not yourselves, no matter : for we must not 
fieem to understand him; unles^s some one among 
us, whom we must produce for an interpreter. 

1 Sold, Good captain, let me be the interpreter. 

1 1/)rd, Art not acquainted with him ? knows be 
not thy voice ? 

1 Sold, No, sir> I warrant you* 

^ From under our windows. 
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1 Lord. But what linsy-woolsy hast thou to speak 
to us again ? 

1 Sold, Even such as you speak to me. 

1 Lord, He must think us some band of strangers 
i'the adversary's entertainment.'' Now he hath a 
smack of all neighbouring languages^ therefore we 
must every one be a man of his own fancy^ not to 
know what we speak one to another; so we seem 
to know, is to know straight our purpose : chough's* 
language, gabble enough, and good enough. As for 
you, interpreter, you must seem very politick. But 
couch, ho ! here he comes ; to beguile two hours 
in a sleep, and th^n to return and swear the lies b? 
forges. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. Ten o'clock : within these three hours *twill 
be time enough to go home. What shall I say I have 
done ? It must be a very plausive invention that 
carries it : They begin to smoke me; and disgraces 
have of late knocked too often at my door. I find, 
my tongue is too fool-hardy ; but my heart hath the 
fear of Mars before it, and of his creatures, not 
daring the reports of my tongue. 

1 Lord, This is the first truth that e'er thine own 
tongue was guilty of. [^Aside. 

Far. What the devil should move me to undertake 
the recovery of this drum; being not ignorant of the 
impossibility, and knowing I had no such purpose? 
I must give myself some hurts, and say, I got th^ 

7 /. e$ Foreign troops in the enemy's pay. 
s A bird like a jack-daw. 
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in exploit : Yet slight ones will not cany it : They 
will say^ Came you off with so little ? and great ones 
I dare not give. Wherefore ? what's the instance ?• 
Tongpe^ I must put you into a butter-woman's 
mouthy and buy another of Bajazet*s mule^ if yoa 
prattle me into these perils. 

1 Lord. Is it possible^ he should know what he is, 
and be that he is ? [Aside, 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would 
serve the turn^ or the breaking of my Spanish sword, 

1 Lord. We cannot afford you so. [Aside, 

Par. Or the baring of my beard j and to say, it 
was in stratagem. 

1 Lord. 'Twould not do. [Aside. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say, I was 
stripped. 

I Lord. Hardly serve. [Aside. 

Par. Though I swore I leaped from the window 
of t&e citade l 

1 Lord. How deep ? [Aside. 

Par. Thirty fathom. 

1 Lord, Three great oaths would scarce make that 
be believed. [Aside. 

Par. I would, I had any drum of the enemy's 5 I • 
would swear, I recovered it. 

1 Lord. You shall hear one anon. [Aside. 

Par. A drum now of the enemy's ! [Alarum witJdn. 

1 Lord. Throca movousus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 

All. Cargo, cargo, villianda par corbo, cargo. 

fari O! ransome, ransome:— Do not hide mine 
^yes. \Th^ seize Mm and blimifold him. 

9 The proof. 
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1 Sold. Boskos thromuldo boskosj^ 

Tafn I know you are the Muskos* lament* 
And I shall lose my life for want of language : 
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutchj 
Italian, or French, let him speak to me^ 
I will discover that which shall undo 
The Florentine. 

1 Sold. Boskos vatecado :— 

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue:—— 
Kerelybonto Sir, 

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 

Par. Oh ! 

1 Sold. O, pray, pray> pray.— 

Manka recania dulche, 

1 Xx)rd. Oscorhi dulchos voUvorca, 

1 Sold, The general is content to spare thee yet; 
And hood-wink*d as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee : haply, thou may*st inform 
Something to save thy life. 

Par. O, let me live. 

And all the secrets of our camp 1*11 show. 
Their force, their purposes : nay, I'll speak that 
Which you will wonder at. 

1 Sold. But wilt thou faithfully ? 

Par. If I do not, danm me. 

1 Sold. 'Acordo lintu.'^ 

Come on, thou art granted space. 

lExit, with Parolles guarded, 

1 Lord, Go, tell the count Rousillon, and my 
brother. 
We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 
muffled. 
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Till we do hear from them. 

2 Sold, Captain^ I will. 

1 Lord, He will betray us all unto ourselves ;-»^ 
Inform 'em that. 

2 Sold, So I will, sir. 

1 Lord. Till then, I'll keep him dark, and safelj 
lock'd. \Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
Florence. A "Room in the Widow's Home^ 

Enter Bertram and Diana. 

Ber, They told me, that your name was Fontibell. 

Dia, No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber. Titled goddess; 

And worth it, with addition ! But, fair soul. 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind. 
You are no maiden, but a monument : 
When you are dead, you should be such a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and stern ; 
And now you should be as your mother was, 
When your sweet self was got. 

Dia, She then was honest. 

Ber, So should you be. 

Dia. No: 

My mother did but duty ; such, my lord. 
As you owe to your wife. 

Ber. No more of that ! 

[ pr'ythee, do not strive against my vows ;* 

9 i, e. Against his determined resolution never to cohabit 
with Helena. 
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I was compell*d to her ; but I love thee 

By love's own sweet constraint^ and will for evex 

Do thee all rights of service. 

Dia. Ay, so you serve us. 

Till we serve you: but when you have our roses> 
You barely l6ave our thorns to prick ourselves. 
And mock us with our bareness. 

Ber, How have I sworn? 

Dia. 'Tis not the many oaths, that make the truth; 
But the plain single vow, that is vow'd true^ 
What is not holy, that we swear not by. 
But take the Highest to witness :■ Then, pr^ yoQ> 

tell me. 
If I should swear by Jove's great attributes, 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths. 
When i did love you ill ? this has no holdipg. 
To swear by him whom I protest to lovp. 
That I will work against him: Therefore, your 

oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions 5 but unseal*d ; 
At least, in my opinion. 

Ber. , Change it, change it; 

Be not so holy-cruel : Jove is holy j 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts. 
That you xio charge men with : Stand no more off. 
But give thyself unto my sick desires. 
Who then recover : say, thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, shall so persevey. 

Dia. I see, that men ipasike hopes, in such afiairs. 
That we'll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring. 

^ The sense is — we never swear by what is not holy> but 
t«ke to witness the Highesty the Divinity. 
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Ber, 1*11 lend it thee^ my dear^ but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Dia. Will you not, my lord } 

Ber, It is an honour longing to our house^ 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors 5 
Which were the greatest obloquy i'the world 
In me to lose. 

Dia, Mine honour*s such a ring 7 

My chastity's the jewel of our house. 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors ^ 
WWdi were the greatest obloquy i'the world 
In me to lose: Thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part^ 
Against your vain assault. 

Ber. Here, take my ring : 

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine> 
And I'll be bid by thee. 

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my cham« 
ber window j ' 
I'll order take, my mother shall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth. 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden bed. 
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me : 
My reasons are most strong; and you shall know 

them. 
When back again this ring shall be deliver'd : 
And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 
Another ring ; that, what in time proceeds. 
May token to the future our past deeds. 
Adieu, till then -, then, fail not : You have won 
A wife of me, though there^my hope be done. 

Ber, A heaven on earth I have won, by wooing 
thee. [&iY* 
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Dia, For which live long to thank both heayen 
and me ! 
You may bo in the end. 
My mother told me just how he would woo^ 
As if she sat in his heart ', she says^ all men 
Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry me^ 
When his wife's dead } therefore I'll lie with him. 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid,^ 
Marry that will, I'll live and die a maid : 
Only, in this disguise, I think't no sin 
To cozen him, that would unjustly win. [Exit, 

SCENE III. 
The Florentine Camp. 

Enter the two French Lords, and two or three 

Soldiers, 

1 Lord. You have not given him his mother's 
letter ? 

2 Lord. I have delivered it an hour since : thew 
is something in't that stings his nature; for, on the 
reading it, he changed almost into another man. 

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon 
him, for shaking off so good a wife, and so sweet a 
lady. 

2 Lord. Especially he hath incurred the everlast- 
ing displeasure of the king, yrho had even tuned his 
bounty to sing happiness to him. I will tell you a 
thing, but you shall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Lord. When you have spoken it, 'tis dead, and 
I am the grave of it. 

* Crafty^ deceitful. 
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2 Lord. He hath perverted Vyoung gentlewoman 
here in Florence^ of a most chaste renown j and this 
night he fleshes his will in the spoil of her honour : 
he hath given her his monumental ring^ and thinks 
himself made in the unchaste composition. 

1 L&rd. Now, God delay our rebellion | as we are 
ourselves, what things are we ! 

2 Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as in the 
common course of all treasons, we still see them 
reveal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred 
ends 3 so he, that in this action contrives against his 
own nobility, in his proper stream overflows him* 
•elf. 3 

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable ^ in us, to be 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents? We shall not 
then have his company to-night ? 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight j for he is dieted to 
his hour. 

1 Lord. That approaches apace: I would gladly 
have him see his company^ anatomized; that he 
might take a measure of his own judgments, where-* 
in so curiously he had set this counterfeit. 

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he come; 
for his presence must be the whip of the other. 

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of these 
wars? 

2 Lord. I hear, there is an overture of peace. 

1 Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord, What will count Rousillon do then ? wlO 
be travel higher, or return again into France ? 

3 / . e. Betrays his own secre.ts in his own talk. 
^ Here, as ebewhere, used adverbially. s For compaiuoii. 
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1 Lord^ I perceive, by this demand^ you are not 
altogether of his council. 

2 Lord, Let it be forbid^ sir ! so should I be a 
great deal of his act. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since, 
£ed from his house 3 her pretence is a pilgrimage to 
Saint Jaques le grand 3 which holy undertaking, with 
most austere sanctimony, she accomplished: and, 
there residing, the tenderness of her nature became 
as a prey to her grief 5 in fine, made a groan of her 
last breath, and now she sings in heaven. 

2 Lord. How is this justified ? 

1 Lord. The stronger part of it by her own letter, 
which makes her story true, even to the point of her 
death: her death itself, which could not be her office 
to say, is come, was faithfully confirmed by the 
rector of the place. 

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence ? 

J Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations^ point 
from point, to the full arming oi the verity. 

2 Lord. I am heartily sorry, that he*ll be glad of 
this. 

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we make us 
comforts of our losses ! 

2 Lord, And how mightily, some other times, we 
drown our gain in tears ! The great dignity, that hii 
valour hath here acquired for him, shall at home be 
encountered with a shame as ample. 

,. 1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together : our virtues would be proud, 
if our faults whipped them notj and our crimes 
would despair, if they were not cherish'd by our 
Tirtues,— 



I 
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Enter a Servant. 

Hoyt now ? where's ynur master ? 
, Serv. He met the duke in the street, sir, of whom 
he hath taken a solemn leave 5 his lordship will next 
momiiig for France. The duke hath oiiered him 
totters of commendations to the king. ' 

• ft Lord. They shall be no more than needfti Aere^' 
if diey were more than they c^ commend. 

Enter Behyram. 

1 Li>rd4 They cannot be too sweet for the king*ft 
tartness. Here*8 his lordship now. How now, tnf 
lordj is*t not after midnight ? 

Ber* I hare to-night despatched sixteen businesses, 
ft tDOOttb's length a^piece, by an abstract of success : 
I have coifge*d with the 4^ke, done my adieu vHth 
his nearest; buried a wife, mourned for her^ writ to 
my. lady mother, I am returning $ entertained my 
coBmf'y and, between these main parcels of despatch, 
effected many nicer needs; the last \^as the greatest, 
but that I bate not ended yet. 
' £ Lord. If the business be of any difficulty, and 
this morning your departure hence, it rehires haste 
0fy6url6i^sfaip. 

^^ J?cr. I mean, thebusinessr Is^not ended, as fearing 
to bear of ithereafter : But shall we have thisi dia- 
logue between the fool and the soldier ? Come, 

bring forth this counterfeit module 5^ he has deceived 
tf fike'a double-meaning propbesier. 

. V ^ Model, pattern. 

TOL. HI. U . -* 
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2 Lord, Bring him forth : ^Exeunt SoldiersJ] he 
has sat in the stocks all nighty poor gallant ^ave. 

Ber, No matter; his heels have deserved it, in 
usurping his spurs ^ so long. How does he cany 
himself? 

1 Lord. I have told your lordship already; the 
stocks carry him. But^ to answer you as you wotild 
be understood 5 he weeps^ like a wench that had shed 
ber milk: he hath confessed himself to Moigao, 
whom he supposes to be a friar^ from the time of 
bis remembrance^ to this very instant disaster of his 
setting i*the stocks : And what think you he hath 
confessed ? 

Ber, Nothing of me^ has he ? 
^ 2 Lord, His confession is taken^ and it shall be 
read to his face : if your lordship be inX as^ I bdievi 
you are^ you mu^ have the patience to hear it. 

Re-enter Soldiers, with Parolles. 

Ber, A plague upon him! muffled! he can say no* 
thing of me -, hush ! hush ! 

1 Lord, Hoodman comes ! — Porto tartarossa, 
1 Sold. He calls for the tortures ; What will you 

flay without *em ? 

Par. I will confess what I know without con- 
straint j if ye pinch me like a pasty^ I can say no 
inore» 

1 Sold* Bosko chimurcho. 

2 Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurco, 

1 Sold, You are a merciful general; — Our genenl 

7 An aliiision to the d^radatioa of a knight by hackins o^ 
his spurs. 
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bids you answer to what I shall ask you out of a 

note. 

Far, And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold* First demand of him how many horse the 
duke is strong. What say you to that ? 

Far* Five or six thousand; but very weak and 
muerviceable : the troops are all scattered^ and the 
commanders very poor rogues, upon my reputation 
and credit, and as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. Shall I set down your answer so ? 

Far, Do } I'll take the sacrament on*t, how and 
which way you will. 

Ber. All*s one to him. What a past-saving slave 
is this! 

1 Lord. You are deceived, my lord 3 this is mon- 
sieur ParoUes, the gallant militarist, (that was his own 
j^irase,) that had the whole theorick'' of war in the 
knot of his scarf> and the practice in the chape^ of 
his dagger. 

2 Lord* I- will never trust a ^n again, for keep- 
ing his sword clean 5 nor believe he can have every 
thing in him, by wearing his apparel neatly. 

1 Sold. Well, that's set down. 

Far. Five or six thousand horse, I said,-»I will 
•ay true,-— or thereabouts, set down, — ^for 1*11 speak 
tradi. 

1 Lord, He*8 very near the truth in this. 

Ber, But I con him no thanks for't, in the natuie 
he delivers it. 

Far, Poor rogues, I pray you, say. 

7 Theory* > The point of the scabbard. 

U2 
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1 SM. Well,, that's set down. 

Par. I humbly thank you, sir : a truth's a txuth^ 
the rogues are marvellous poor. 

1 Sold. Demand of km, of what strength tiey are 
C'foot. What say you to that ^ 

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this pfesent 
boor, I vill tdl true. Let me see : Spurio a hun« 
dr6d and fifty, Sebastian so many, Corambos so 
many, Jaques so many; Gruiltian, Cosmo, Lodovid^^ 
and GraUi^ two hundred fifty each: mine own com- 
pany, Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred and 
fifty each : so that the muster-file, rotten and soondj 
upon lay life, amounts not to ^Sf»esi thousand poll; 
half of which dare not shake the snow firom ofFtbeir 
€mocks,* lest they dikake themaelres lo pieces. 

Ber. What shall be done to him } 

\ Lord, Nothing, but let him hanre thinks, De- 
B^and of him my conditioBS,^ and what omdit' I hata 
with the duke. 

1 Sold.^ WeU, that'sset down. Y^mskaUdemand 
of km, whether one Caiptaki Dumam be i'the eanp, a 
Frenchman: fshat hU reputatiom is with the duke, wbit 
his valour y honest j^, ajkd expertness in wars ; or whether 
he thinks, it were not possible, with weli-weighmg sums 
ef gold, to corrupt him to a reeoH. Whal say yon 
to this ? what do you know of it ? 

Par. I beseech you, let me anawer lo the per* 
licular of the intergatoriea :^ Demand them sing^. 

1 Sold. Do you know this captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him : he was a botehcr^a 'pcendcaia 

8 Caftsock tkon signiiied a honeman's Idose coat. 
9 Disposition and character. > For intcrrogstoiies* 
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Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting tbe ' 
sheriff^s fool* with child; a dumb inotocent,^ that 
could not say him^ nay. 

[DuMAiN lifts trp his hand in anger, 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; though 
I know> his brains are forfeit to the next tile Hisi 
fidb. 

1 Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke of Eb- 
renoe*8 camp ? 

Far. Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we shall hear 
of your lordship anon. 

1 Sold, What is his reputation with the duke ? 

Par. The duke knows him for no other but a poor 
officer of mine ; and writ to me this other day> to 
turn him out o*the band: I think, I have his letter 
in my pocket. 

1 Sold. Marry, we'll search. 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know; either it ia 
there^ or it ia upon a file, with the duke's other let- 
tersj in my tent. 

1 Sold. Here 'tis; here's a paper? Shall I read it 
to you ? 

Pmr. I do not know, if it be it, or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it wdl. 

1 Lord. Excellently. 

1 Sold, Dian. The count*s a fool, andfiiU qfgold,'^ 
' Far. That is not the duke's letter, sir ; that is an 
advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one 
'OmoB, to take heed of the allurement of one count 

^ An ideoC under the care of the sheriff. 
3 A natural fiiol. 
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Roasillon^ a foolish idle hoy, but> for all that^ very 
ruttish : I pray you^ sir^ put it up again. 

1 Sold, Nay, I'll read it first, by your favour. 

Par, My meaning in't, I protest, was very honest 
in the behalf of the maid : for I knew the young 
count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy; who is 
a whale to virginity, and devours up all the fiy it 
£nds. 

Ber. Damnable, both sides rogue ! 

1 Sold. When he swears oaths, bid Um drop goU, 

and take it; 
After he scores, he never pays the score: 
Half won, is match weU made; match, and xpell fudc 

He ne*er pays after debts, take it before ; 
And say, a soldier, Dian, told thee this. 
Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss: 
For count of this, the count* s a fool, I kwno it. 
Who pays before, but not wlien he does owe it. 

Thine, as he vow*d to thee in thine ear, 

Parolles. 
Ber. He shall be whipped through the army, with 
this rhyme in his forehead. ' 

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend^ sir, the mani- 
fold linguist, and the armipotent soldier. 

Ber, I could endure any thing before but a cat, 
and now he*s a cat to me. 

1 Sold. I perceive, sir, by the general's looks, we 
shall be l&in to hang you. 

Par. My life, sir, in any case : not that I am 

4 /. e, A match well made is half won; make yournutcii 
therefore) but make it well* 



Scene III. THAT ENDS WELL. 5?95 

ifraid to die ; but that, my oiiences being many, I 
wovdd repent out the remainder of nature : let me 
Hve, sir, in a dungeon, i'the stocks, or any where, 
80 I may live. 

1 Sold, Well see what may be done, so you con« 
iess freely} therefore, once more to this captaiti 
Dumain : You have answered to his reputation with 
the duke, and to his valour: What is his honesty? 

Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister;^ 
for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nessus.^ He 
professes not keeping of oaths ; in breaking them, 
he 18 stronger than Hercules. He will lie, sir, with 
such volubility, that you would think truth were a 
fool : drunkenness is his best virtue j for he will be 
swine-drunk ; and in his sleep he does little harm, 
save to his bed-clothes about him ; but they know 
his conditions, and lay him in straw. I have but 
little more to, say, sir, of his honesty: he has every 
thing that an honest man should not have> what an 
lioneaC man should have, he has nothing. 

1 Lord. I begin to love him for this. 

Ber. For this description of thine honesty? A 
pox upon him for me, he is more and more a cat. 
• 1 Sold, What say you to his -expertness in war? 

Par. Faith, sir, he has led the drum before tho 
English tragedians,— -to belie bin;, I will not, — ^and 
more of his soldiership I know not } except, in that 
country, he had the honour to be the officer at a 
place there call'd Mile-end, to instruct for tho 

s /. e. He will steal any thing however trifling from any 
place however holy. 
^ The Centaur kill'd by Hercules. 
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doubling of files : I would dp th^ man wh^t honoi^ 
I can^ but of this I am not certain. 

1 Lord. He hath out'^villained villainy so far> that 
the rarity redeems him. 
/ Ber. A pox on him ! he's a cat still. 

1 Sold^ His qualities being at this poor pric^j { 
^eed npt ask yo\x» if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Far, Sir, for a quart d" €cu^ he will sell the fee;* 
■imple of bis salvation, the inheyritance of it $ and 
ont the ^tail from all remainders, and a perpetual 
succession for it perpetually. 

1 Sold. What's his brother, the other captain I)u<9 
ipain? 

2 Lord, Why does he ask hini of me ? 
1 SoW. What's he ? 

Par. E'en a crow of the same nest; not aUo* 
gether so great as the first in gpodnesa, bat grater 
a giaat deal in evil. He excds bis brother for a 
coward, yet his brother is reputed one of tlie best 
that is : In a retreat he out-i^ns any lackey i many^ 
in coming on be has the cramp. 

1 Sold, If ywx life be, saved^ will you undertake 
to betray the Florentine ? 

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, count 
BousiUon. 

I Sold. I'll whisper with the general, and know 
his pleasure. 

Par. I'll no more drunumngj a pls^e of all 
drums! Only to seem to deserve well, and to beguile 
the supposition^ of that lascivious young boy the 

^ The fourth part of the smaller French crown. 
7 To deceive the opinion. 
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ajiont, have I run into this danger : Yet, who would 
have sospected an ambush where I was taken ? 

I Sold. There is no remedy^ airi but you must 
4ie : the general says, you^ that have so traitorously 
discovered the secrets of your army> and made such 
pestiferous reports of men very nobly held^ can serve 
the world for no honest use ; therefore you must die. 
Come^ headsmen^ off with his head. 

Par. O Lord^ sir; let me live> or let me see mj 
death! 

1 Sold, That shall you^ and take your leave of all 
your friends. {Unmuffling him. 
So> look about you ; Know you any here ? 

£cr. Good morrow^ noble captain. 

2 Lord. God bless you^ captain ParoUes. 
1 Lord. God save you^ noble captain. 

3 Lord. Captan> what greeting will you to my 
lord Lafeu ? I am for France. 

1 Lord. Good captun^ will you give me a copy of 
the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the count 
Rousillon ? an I were not a very coward^ I*d compd 
it of you 3 but fare you well. 

{Extunt Bertbam> Lords^ SfC. 

1 Sold. , You are undone, captain : all but your 
scarf, that has a knot on*t yet. 

Par. Who cannot be crushed with a plot ? 

1 Sold. If 3rou could find out a country where but 
women were that had received so much shame, you 
ought begin an impudent nation. Fare you well, 
pir; I am. for France too^ we shall speak of you 
there. \Exxl. 
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Par, Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great, 
Twould burst at this : Captain, I'll be no more 5 
Bot I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft 
As captain shall : simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a bn^gart. 
Let him fear this i for it will come to pass^ 
That every braggart shall be found an ass. 
Rust, sword ! cool, blushes ! and, Parolles, live ") 
Safest in shame ! being fool'd, by foolery thrive! > 
There's place, and noeans, for every man alive. 3 
I'll after them. [ExU. 



SCENE IV. 
Florence. A Room in the Widow'* House. 

Enter Helena^ Widow, and Diana. 

Hel. That you may well percdve I have not wrong'd 
you. 
One of the greatest in the Christian world 
Shall be my surety 5 'fore whose throne, 'tis needful. 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel : 
Time was, I did hio^ a desired office. 
Dear almost as his life ^ which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's bosom would peep forth. 
And answer, thanks : I duly am iuform'd. 
His grace is at Marseilles ; to which place 
We have convenient convoy. You must know, 
I am supposed dead : the army breaking. 
My ^usband hies him home ; where, heaven aiding; 
And by the leave of my good lord the king. 
We'll be, before our welcome. 
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Wid. ^ Grentle madam. 

You never had a servant, to whose trust 
Yo^r business was more welcome* 

Hel. Nor you, mistress. 

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love 5 doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower. 
As it hath fated her to be my motive ^ 
And helper to a husband. But O strange men ! 
That can such sweet use make of what they hate. 
When saucy ^ trusting of the cozen'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night ! so lust doth play 
Witji what it loaths, for that which is away : 

But more of this hereafter : ^You, Diana, 

Under my poor instructions yet must suffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honesty' 

Go with your impositions,* I am yours 
Upon ypur will to suffer. 

HeL Yet, I pray you. 

But with the word, the time will bring on summer. 
When briars shall have leaves as well as thorns. 
And be as sweet as sharp. We must away 5 
Our waggon is prepared, and time revives us : 
AlVs well that ends well : still the fine's^ the crown; 
W^te'^^ ^6 course, the end is the renown. 

\Exeunt^ 

* For mover. 9 Lascivious. 

^ /• f. An honest death. * Commands. ^ End, 
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SCENE V. 
Roosillon. A Room in the Countess's Palace, 

Enter Countess^ LafeUj and Qowd. 

Laf, No, no, no, your son was misled with a snipt* 
iailata fellow there; whose villainous safiron^ would 
have made all the unbaked and doughy youth of a 
nation in his colour : your daughter-in-law had been 
alive at this hour; and your son here at home^ more 
advanced by the king, than by that red-tailed bumble^ 
bee I speak of. 

Count, I would, I had not known him! it was the 
death of the most virtuous gentlewoman, that ever 
nature had praise for creating : if she had partaken 
of my flesh, and cost me the dearest groans of a 
mother, I could not have owed her a more tooted 
love. 

Laf, Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady : we 
may pick a thousand salads, ere we light on such 
another herb. 

Ch, Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-marjoram of 
the salad, or, rather the herb of grace.^ 

Laf. They are not salad-heibs, you knave^ they art 
nose-herbs. 

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir, I have 
not much skill in grass. 

Laf, Whether dost thou profess thyself; a knave, 
or a fool ? 

^ There was a fashion of using yellow starch for bonds and 
rui9e8, to which Lafeu alludes* 
^ /. r. Rue. 
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Clo. A fbolj sir^ at a woman's senricej and a knave 
at a man's. 

Lqf^ Your distinction ? 

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife^ and dot 
his service. 

Xo^. So you were a knave at his service^ indeed. 

Clo^ And I would give his wife my bauble^ sifj to 
do her service. 

Xaf» I will subscribe for thee; thou art both knave 
and fool. 

Ch* At your service. 

Lqf. No> no, no. 

Clo» Why> sir, if I cannot serve you^ I can serve at 
great a prince as you are. 

Lqf. 'Who's that ? a Frenchman ? 

Clo. Faith, sir, he has an English name; but iua 
yhisnomy is more hotter in France, than there* 

Lqf, What prince is that ? 

Clo, The black pnnce, sir, alias, the prince of 
darknMH ; alias, the devD. 

Lrf. Hold thee, there's my purse: I give thee not 
diis to suggest^ thee £:om thy master thou talkest of 5 
serve him stilL 

Clo, I am a woodland fellow, sir, that always 
loved a great fire 1 and the master I speak of, ever 
keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of the 
world, let his nobility remain in his court. I am for 
the house with the narrow gate, which I take to bo 
too little for pomp to enter : some, that humble them* 
selves, may I but the many will be too chill and 
tender; and they'll be for the flowery way« that kada 
to ^ broad gate, and the great fire. . . 

^ Seduce. 
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Laf, Go thy way«, I begin^to be a-weaiy 6f thee; 
and I tell thee so before^ becaase I would not fall 
out with thee. Go thy ways ; let my horses be well 
looked to> without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, sir, they shall 
be jades tricks j which are their own right by the 
law of nature. [Exit, 

Laf, A shrewd knave^, and an unhappy.^ 

Count. So he is. My lord, that's gone, made him- 
telf much sport out of him : by his authority he re- 
mains here, which he thinks is a patent for his 
tauciness; and, indeed, he has no pace, but runs 
where he will. 

Laf. I like him well; 'tis not amiss: and I was 
about to tell you. Since I heard of the good lad)r's 
deaths and that my lord your son was upon his return 
borne, I moved the king my master, to speak in the 
behalf of my daughter j which, in the minority of 
them both, his majesty, out of a self-gracious re^ 
membrance, did first propose: his highness hath pro- 
mised me to do it : and, to stop up the displeasure he 
hath conceived against your son, there is UQ £tter 
matter. How does your ladyship like it ? 

Count. With \&ry much content, n\y lord, and I 
wish it happily effected. 

Laf. His highness comes post from Marseilles, of 
as able body as when he numbered thirty ) he will be 
here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in 
such intelligence hath seldom failed. 

Count. It rejoices me, that I hope I shall see hiia 
ere I die. I have letters, that my son will be here 

^ Mischievously unhappy, waggish. 
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to-night: I shall beseech your lordship^ to remain 
with me till they meet together. 

Lqf. Madam, I was thinking, with what manners 
I might safely be admitted. 

Count, You. need but plead your honourable pri- 
Tilege. 

Laf. Jjsidy, of that I have made a bold charter^ 
hut, I thank my God, it holds yet. 

Re-enter Clown. 

Clo. O madam, yonder's my lord your son with a 
patch of velvet on*8 face : whether there be a, scar 
under it^ or no, the velvet knows 5 but *tis a goodljr 
patch of velvet : his left cheek is a cheek of two pile 
and a half, but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Lqf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good 
livery of honour 5 so, belike, is that. 

Clo, But it is your carbonadoed' face. 

Lqf. Let us go see your son, I pray you ; I long 
to talk with the young noble soldier. 

Clo» 'Faith, there's a dozen of *em, with delicate 
fine hats, and most courteous feathers, which bow 
the head, and nod at every man. lExamt* 

* Scotched like a piece of meat for the gridiron. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. Marseille*. A Street, 

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with tw 

Attendants. 

HeL But this exceeding posting, day and night, > 
Must wear your spirits low : we cannot help it } 
But, since you have made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs. 
Be bold> you do so grow in my requital. 
As nothing can unroot yoa. In happy time ;-— r* 

Enter a gentle Astringer.^ 

This man msf hdp me to his majesty's ear, 

l£ he would spend his power.—- God save yoa, sir. 

Gent, And you» 

Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 

Gent, I have been sometimes there. 

HeU I do presume sir, that yon are not &llen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness; 
And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasiofiSi 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of your own virtues, for the which 
I shall continue thankfiil. 

Gent. What's your will ? 

HeL That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king j 
And aid me with that store of power you have. 
To come into his presence. 

9 A gentlemMi Falconer. 
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Gent, The king's not here. 

HeL Not here, sir? 

, Gent. Not, indeed: 

He hence remoy*d last night, and with more haste 
Than is his use. 

Wid, Lord, how we lose our pains ! 

Hel. Airs well that ends well ; jet; 
Though time seem so adverse, and means unfit.— 
I do beseech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent, Many, as I take it, to Rousillon 5 
Whither I am gping. 

HeL I do* beseech you, sir. 

Since you are like to see the king before me. 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand ; 
Whith, I presume, shall render you no blame. 
But rather make you thank your pains for it : 
I will come after you, with what good speed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent. This I'll do for you. 

HeL And you shall find yourself to be well thank'd, 
Whate'er falls more. — ^We must to horse again;— 
Go, gOj provide. ^Exeunt* 

SCENE II. 

Rousillon. The inner Court of the Countess's 

Palace. 

Enter Clown and Parolles. 

Par, Good monsieur Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu 
this letter: I have ere -now, sir, been better known 
to you, when I have held familiarity with frei^r 

VOL. HI.- X 
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dotheg; but I am now, sir, muddied ia fortoDe'i 
moat, and smell somewhat strong of her strong dis- 
pleasure. 

Clo, Truly, fortane*s displeasure is but sluttish, if 
it smell so strong as thou speakest of: I will hence- 
forth eat no fish of fortune*8 buttering. Pr'ythee, 
allow the wind. , 

Par. Nay, you need not stop your nose, sir 3 1 
spake but by a metaphor, 

Clo, Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I will 
stop my nose) or against any man*ft metaphor. 
Pr'ythee, get thee further. 

Far: Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper. 

Clo. Fob, pr'ythee, stand away^ A paper itm, 
fortune's close-stool to give to a nobleman ! Jjxki 
here he comes himself. 

Enter Lafeu, 

Here is a pur of fortune's, sir, or of fortune's cat, 
(but not a musk-cat,) that has fallen into the undeaa 
fishpond of her displeasure, and, as he says, ia mud* 
died withal: Pray you, sir, use the carp as you mayj 
for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, 
rascally knave. I do pity his distress in tny smiles of 
comfort, and leave him to your lordship. 

[Exit Clown. 

Tar. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath 
cruelly scratched. 

Laf. And what would you have me to do ? 'tis too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you played 
the knave with fortune, that she should scratch you, 
who of herself is a good lady, and would not baTO 
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knaves thrive long under her? There's a quart cTecu 
for you: Let the justices make you and fortune 
friends ; I am for other business. 

Par. I beseech your honour, to hear me one single 

WUfd* 

Xflf.' You beg a single penny more : come, you 
shall ha't ; savi your word.^ 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Lqf. You beg more than one word then.— Cox* 
my passion! give me your hand:-*How does youf 
drunk? 

Par. O my good lord, you were the £rst that found 
me. 

Lqf, Was I, in sooth? and I was the first that lost 
thee. 

Par^ It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in soms 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Lqf. Out upon thee, knave! dost thou put Upoa 
me at once both the office of Grod and the devil ? one 
bnngs thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. 
[Trumpets sound.'} The king's coming, I know by 
his trumpets. — Sirrah, inquire further after me; I 
iiad talk of you last night : though you are a fool and 
a knave, you shall eat 5 go to, follow. 

Par. I praise God for you. [Exeunt^ 

* You need not ask ; — ^here it is. 
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SCENE m. 

Tht same. A Room in the Countesses Palace. 

Flourish. Enter King, Countess^ Lafev^ Lordii 

Gentlemen, Gvardss ^c. 

King, We lost a jewel of her; and otir esteem* 
Was made much poorer by it : but your son, 
As mad in folly, lacked the sense to know 
Her estimation home.' 

Count. 'Tis past, my liege : 

And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i*the blaze of youth j 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason's forccj 
O'erbears it, and bums on. 

King. My honour'd lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all j 
Though my revenges were high bent upon him. 
And watch*d the time to shoot. 

Laf. This I must say,—- 

But first I beg my pardon, — ^The young lord 
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady^ 
Offence of mighty note ^ but to himself 
The greatest wrOng of all : he lost a wife. 
Whose beauty did astonish the survey 
Of richest eyes ',^ whose words all ears took captive; 
Whose dear perfection, hearts that scom*d to serve, 
Humbly call'd mistress. 

^ Reckoning or estimate. 

3 Completely, in its full extent. 

4 So in As you like it : — to have ** seen much and to hive 
** nothings is to have rich eyes and poor hands." 
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King, Praising what is lost. 

Makes the remembrance dear.— WeU, call him 

hither 5— 
We are reconcird, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition :^-— Let him not ask our pardon 5 
The nature of his great ofience is dead^ 
And deeper than oblivion do we bury , 

The incensing relicks of it : let him approachj 
A stranger, no of!ender ; and inform him. 
So 'tis our will he should. 

Gent. I shalli my liege. 

{Exit Gentleman, 
King, What says he to your daughter ? have you 

spoke? 
Laf, All that he is hath reference to your highness. 
King. Then shall we have a match. J have let« 
ters sent me, 
That^set him high in fame. 

Enter Bertram. 

Laf. He looks well on*t. 

King. I am not a day of season,^ 
For thou may'st see a sun-shine and a hail ^ 
In me at once : But to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way 3 so stand thou forthj 
The time is fair again. 

Ber. My high-repented blames,'' 

Dear sovereign pardon to me. 

s /. «. The first interview shall put an end to all recollecti 
tionof thepast. 
<i. tf. Of uninterrupted rain. 
7 Faults i^peated of to the utmof t. 
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King* All is whole | 

Kot one word more of the consuioed time. 
Lets take the instant by the forward top ; 
For we are old^ and on our qiiick*£it decreet 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals ere we can effect them : You ren^mbar 
The daughter of this lord > 

Ber. Admiringly, my li^e : at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongues 
Where the impression of mine eye infixing. 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me. 
Which warp'd the line of every other favours 
Scom*d a fair colour, or express'd it stern ; 
Extended or contracted all proportions^ 
To a most hideous object : Thence it cane. 
That she, whom all men prais'd, and whom myself, 
Since I have lost, have lov*d, was io nune ey^ 
The dust that did offend it, 

King. Well excus'd : 

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores aw^ 
From the great compt : But love, that comes too late, 
Like a remorsefiil pardon slowly carried. 
To the great sender turns a sour ofience> 
Crying, That's good that's gone : our rash faults 
Make trivial price of serious things we have^ 
Not knowing them, until we know their grave : 
Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust. 
Destroy our friends, and after weep their dust : 
Our own love waking cries to see what's done^ 
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this sweet Helen's knelj, and now forget her. 
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Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin : 
The main consents are had ^ and here we'll atajr 
To see our widower's second marriage-day. 

Count, Which better than the first, O dear heaven^ 
bless! 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cease ! 

Laf. Come on, my son, in whom my house's namft 
Must be digested, give a favour from you. 
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter. 
That she may quickly come. — By my old beard. 
And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead. 
Was a sweet creature^ such a ring as this. 
The last that e'er I took her leave at court, 
I saw upon her finger. ; 

Ber. Hers it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me see it $ £br mine eye, 
-While I was speaking, oft was fasten'd to't.— * 
This ring was mine 3 and, when I gave it Hden, 
I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Necessitied to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her: Had you that craft, to reave her 
Of what should stead her most ? 

Ber. My gracious sovereign, 

Howe'er it pleases you to take it so. 
The ring was never her's. 

Count. Son, on my life, 

I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon'd it 
At her life's rate. 

Lqf. I am sure, I saw her wear it. 

. Ber, You are deceiv'd, my lord, she never saw it : 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me, 
Wrapp'd in a paper, which contain'd the nam^ 
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Of her that threw it: noble she was, and thought 

I stood ingag*d :* but when I had subscribed 

To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fiilly, 

I could not answer in that course of honour *'^ & 

As she had made the overture, she ceasM^ ■ i^* 

In heavy satisfaction, and would never 

Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himself. 

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine,^ 
Hath not in nature's mystery more science, 
Than I have in this ring : 'twas mine, twas Helenas, 
Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know 
That you are well acquainted with yourself,' 
Ck>nfess 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her: she caird the saints to suretj, 
That she would never put it from her £ngerj 
Unless she gave it to yourself in bed, 
(Where you have never come,) or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 

Ber. She never saw it. 

King, Thou speak'st it falsely, as I love mine bo« 
nour^ 
Apd mak'st conjectural fears to come into me. 
Which J would fain shut out : If it should prove 
That thou art so inhuman,— 'twill not prove so;— 
And yet I know not : — thou didst hate her deadly, 
And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe. 
More than to see this ring.*— Take him away.«*- 

[Guards seize Bkrtbam. 

• In the sense of unengaged. • The philosopher's stone. 
' /. e. That you have the prpper consciousness of yourowi 

^OBS. 
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■ 

MjT fore-past proofs^ howe'er the matter fall, 
.Shall tax my fears of little vanity. 
Having vainly fear'd too little. — Away with him j— 
We'll sift this matter further. 

Ben If you shall prove 

This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy 
Vrove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet she never was. 

{^Exit Bertram, guarded. 

Enter a Grentleman. 

King, I am wrapp*d in. dismal thinkings. 

Qent» Gracious sovereign. 

Whether I have been to blame, or no, I know not ; 
Here*8 a petition from a Florentine, 
Who hath, for four or five removes,* come short 
To tender it herself. I undertook it, 
Vanqnish*d thereto by the fair grace and speech 
Of the poor suppliant, who by this, I know. 
Is here attending : her business looks in her 
With an importing visage $ and she told me. 
In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highness with herself. 

King, [Reads.] Upon his many protestations to 
marry me, when his wife was dead, I blush to say it, 
he won me» Now is the count Rousillon a widower; 
his vows are foj'feited to me, and my honour*s paid to 
kirn. He stole from Florence, taking no leave, and I 
follow him to his country for justice : Grant it me, 
^g i *^ yov it best lies ; otherwise a seducer floufishes, 
md a poor maid is undone, Diana Cafulet, 

* Post-stages. 
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Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair^ and toll 
him :^ for this, I'll none of him. 
. Kwg. The heavens have thought well on thee, 
Lafeu, 
To bring forth this discovery, — Seek these suitors :— 
Go, speedily, and bring again the count. 

[Exeunt Gentleman, and some Attendanis» 
I am afeard, the life of Helen, lady^ 
Was foully snatched. 

Count. Now, justice on the doers ! 

Enter Bertram, guarded. 

King. I wonder, sir, since wives are monsters to 
you. 
And that you fly them as you swear them lordship, 
Yet you desire to marry. — ^What woman's that ? 

Re-enter Grentleman, with Widow, and Diana. 

Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched Floirentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capulet ; 
My suit, as I do understand, you know. 
And therefore know how far I may be jpitied. 
. Wid. I am her mother, sir, whose age and honoor 
Both suffer under this complaint we brings 
And both shall cease,^ without your remedy. 

King. Come hither, count; Do you know these 
women? 

Ber. My lord, I neither can, nor will deny 
But that I know them : Do they charge me further ? 

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your wife) 

Ber. She's none of mine, my lord. 

3 Pay toll for him, ^ Decease, die* 
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Dia. If you shall marry. 

You give away this hand^ and that is mine j 
You give away heaven*s vows, and those are mine; 
You give away jxiyself, which is known mine ^ 
For I by vow am so embodied your«. 
That she, which marries you, must marry me. 
Either both, or none. 

Lrf, Your reputation [To Bertram.] comes to© 
iJtiort for my daughter, you are no husband for her, 

Ber, My lord, this is a fond and desperate crea- 
ture. 
Whom sometime I have laugh*d with : let your high* 

ness 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour. 
Than for to think that I would sink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to 
friend. 
Till your deeds gain them : Fairer prove your honour. 
Than in my thought it lies ! 

Dia. Grood my lord^ 

Aik him upon bis oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What 8ay*st thou to her ? 

Ber. She's impudent, my lord; 

And was a common gamester to the camp.'^ 

Dia. He does me wrong, my lord j if I were so. 
He might have bought me at a common price : 
Do not believe him : O, behold this ring. 
Whose high respect, and rich validity,^ 

4 Gamester when applied to a female, then meant a com- 
mon woman. 

5 Value. 
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Did lack a parallel ; yet^ for all that^ 
He gave it to a commoner o* the camp> 
Jf I be one. 

Count. He blushes, and 'tis it : 
Of six preceding ancestors, that gem 
Conferred by testament to the sequent issnd. 
Hath it been ow'd and worn. * This is his wife;" 
That ring*s a thousand proofs. 

King. ^ Methought, you said^ 

You saw one here in court could witness it. 

Dia. I did, my lord, but loath anxto produce 
So bad an instnmient ; his name's ParoUes. 

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man he be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. What of him! 

He's quoted^ for a most perfidious slave. 
With all the spots o'the world tax'd and debosh'd;^ 
Whose nature sickens, but to speak a truth : 
Am I or that, or this, for what he'll utter. 
That will speak any thing ? 

King, She hath that ring of yours* 

Ber. I think, she has : certain it is, I lik'd her. 
And boarded her i'the wanton way of youth: 
She knew her distance, and did angle for me. 
Madding my eagerness with her restraint. 
As all impediments in fancy's^ course 
Are motives of more fancy 5 and, in fine. 
Her insuit coming with her modern grace,* 
Subdued me to her rate : she got the ring; 

• Noted. ^ Debiuch'd. « Love. 

9 Her solicitation concurring with her sppearance of beinf 
coxnxnon. 
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And I had that^ which any inferior might 
At market-price have bought. 

Dia. I must be patient $ 

You^ that tum*d off a first so noble wife^ 
May justly diet me.' I pray you yet, 
(Since you lack virtue, I will lose a husbknd,) 
Send for your ring, I will return it home. 
And give me mine again. « 

Ber. I have it not. 

King. What ring was yours, I pray you ? 

Dia. Sir, much like 

The same upon your finger. 

King. Know you this ring ? this ring was his of 
late. 

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 

King. The story then goes false, you threw it him 
Out of a casement. 

Dia. I have spoke the truth* 

Enter Parolles. 

Ber. My lord, I do confess, the ring was hers. 

King You boggle shrewdly, every feather starts 
you.— 
Is this the man you speak of? 

Dia. , Ay, my lord. 

King. Tell me, sirrah, but, tell me true, I charge 
you. 
Not fearing the displeasure of your master, 
(Which, on your just proceeding, I'll keep off,) 
By him, ajid by this womaa here, what know you ? 

Par, So please your majesty, tny master hath beea 

* May justly make me fast* 
( 
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an honourable gentleman 3 tricks he hath had in him, 
which gentlemen have. 

King, Come^ come^ to the purpose : Did he kve 
this woman ? 

Par, Taith, sir, he did love her 5 Bother? 

King. How, I pray you? 

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentlnnaB loves t 
woman. 

King. How is that ? 

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not. 

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave:— 
What an equivocal companion ^ is this ? 

Par. I am a poor man, Snd at your migesty's 
command. 

Lftf. He's a good drum, my lord, bat a nan^ty 
orator. 

Dia. Do you know, he promised me marriage? 

Par, 'Faith, I know more than 1*11 speak. 

King. But wilt thou not speak all thou know*st? 

Par. Yes, so please your majesty 5 I did go be- 
tween them, as I said 5 but more than that, he loved 
her, — for, indeed, he was mad for her, and talked of 
Satan, and of limbo, and of furies, and I know not 
what : yet I was in that credit with them at that time, 
that I knew of their going to bed 5 and of other 
xbotions, as promising her marriage, and things that 
would derive me ill will to speak of, therefore I will 
not speak what I know. 

King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thoa 
canst say they are married: But thou art too fine^ in 
thy evidence : . therefore stand aside. — 

* Fellow. 3 Too artful. 
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This ring» yoa say^ was yours ? 

Difl. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 

Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it. 

King. Who lent it you ? 

Dia* It was not lent me nether. 

King. Where did you £uid it then ? 

Dia, I found it not. 

King. If it were 3rours by none of all these ways^ 
How could you give it him ? 

Dia. I never gave it him. 

Laf. This woman^s an easy glove, my lord; she 
goes off and on at pleasure. 

King. This ring was mine^ I gave it his first wife. 

Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught I know. 

King. Take her away, I do not like her now| 
To prison with her : and away with him.— 
Unless thou tell*st me where thou had'st this ring. 
Thou diest within this hour. 

Dia. 1*11 never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. I'll put in bail, my liege. 

King. I think thee now some common customer.^ 

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you. 

King. Wherefore hast thou accused him all this 
while } 

Dia. Because he*s guilty^ and he is not guilty $ 
He knows, I am no maid, and he'll swear to't : 
1*11 swear, I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life ; 
I am either maid, or else this old man's wife. 

[Pointing to Laihij. 

4 Common woman; 
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King. She does abuse our ears ; to prison with her. 

Dia, Good mother^ fetch my bail. — Stay^ royal sir; 

[^Exit Widow. 
The jeweller, that owes * the ring, is sent for. 
And he shall surety me. But for this lord. 
Who hath abus*d me, as he knows himself. 
Though yet he never harm*d me, here I quit hira: 
He knows himself, my bed he hath defil'd ; 
And at that time he got his wife with child : 
Dead though she be, she feels her young one kickf 
So there's my riddle. One, that's dead, is quick : 
And now behold the meaning. 

Re-enter Widow, with Helena. 

King, Is there no exorcist* 

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 
Is't real, that I see \ 

HcL No, my good lord j 

'Tis but the shadow of a wife you see. 
The name, and not the thing. 

Ber. Both, both; O, pardon! 

HeU O, my good lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wond'rous kind. There is your ring. 
And, look you, here's your letter 3 This it says. 
When from my finger you can get this ring. 
And are by me with child, &c. — ^This is done : 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

Ber, If she, my liege, can make me know this 
clearly, 
1*11 love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

HeL If it appear not plain, and prove untrue^ 
JDeadly divorce step between me and you !— 

s Owns.- ^ Enchanter* 
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O, my dear mother^ do I see you livjng? 

Lctf, Mine eyes smell onions^ I shall weep anon : 
—Good Tom Drum, [To Parolles.] lend me a 
handkerchief: So> I thank thee 5 wait on me bome^ 
1*11 make sport with thee : Let thy comtesies alone^ 
they are scurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this story know> ' 
To make the even truth in pleasure flow :— 
If thou be'st yet a fresh uncropped flower^ 

iTo Diana. 
Choose thou thy husband^ and 1*11 pay thy dower; 
For I can guess^ that^ by the honest aid^ 
Thou kept'st a wife herself, thyself a maid.— 
Of that, and all the progress, more and less^ 
Resolvedly more leisure shall express : 
All yet seems well} and, if it end so meet. 
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 

^Flourish. . 

Advancing, 

The king*s a beggar^ now the play is done : 
All is well ended, if this sidt be won. 
That you express content ; which we will pay. 
With strife to please you, day exceeding day : 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts ;^ 
Your gentle hands laid us, and take our hearts. 

[Exeunt.. 

« I. e. Hear us without interruption, and take our partSi 
support and defend us. 

! 

vol.. III. Y 
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This play bas many delightful scenes, though not sof* 
ficiently probable, aiid some happy characters, though not 
new, nor produced by any deep knowledge of hunaaa nature. 
ParoUes is a boaster and a coward, such as has always been 
the sport of the stage, but perhaps never raised more laughtei 
or contempt than in the hands of Shakspeare. 

I cannot reconcile my heart to Bertram ; a man noble with- 
out generosity, and young without truth ; who marries Helen 
as a coward, and leaves her as a profligate : when she is dead 
byiiisunkindness, sneaks home to a second marriage, is ac- 
cused by a woman whom he has wronged, defends himself by 
£dsehood, and is dismissed to happiness. 

The story of Bertram and Diana had been told before of 
Mariana and Angelo, and, to confess the truth, scarcely 
merited to be heard a second time. Johnsoit. 
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SCENE I. Brfore an Alehome on a Heath. 

Enter Hostess and Sly. ^ 

Sly. 

I'll pheese' you, in faith. 

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

Sly. Y*are a baggage 5 the Slies are no rogues: 
Look in the chronicles, we came in with Richard 
Conqueror. Therefore, paucas pallabris;* let the 
world slide: Sessa!^ 

Host. You will not pay for the glasses you havft 
burst? 4 

Sly. No, not a denier: Go by, says Jeronimyj— • 
Cro to thy cold bed, and warm thee.* 

Host. I know my remiedy, I must go fetch the 
thirdborough.6 lExii. 

* Beat or knock. * Few words. 

3 Be quiet. ♦ Broke, 
s This line and the scrap of Spanish is used in burlesque 
from an old play called Hieronymo, or the Spanish Tragedy. 
< An officer whose authority equals a constable. 



328 TAMING OF THE SHREW. Indue, 

Sly, Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, 1*11 answer 
him by law : I'll aot budge an inch^ boy 5 let him 
come, and kindly. 

[lies down on the ground, and falls asleep. 

Wind Hornby Enter a Lord from hunting, with 
Huntsmen and Servants » 

Lord, Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my 
hounds : 
Brach' Merriraan,— the poor cur is emboss'd,* 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd brach. 
Saw'st thou not, boy, how Silver madfe it good 
At the hedge corner, in the coldest fault ? 
I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

1 Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lordj 
He cried upon it at the merest 16s8> 
And twice to-day pick'd out the dullest soept : 
Trust me, I take him for the bettier dog. \ . 

Lord. Thou art a fool 5 if Echo were at fleet, 
J would esteem him worth a dozen such. 
But sup them well, and look unto them. all; ' 
To*morrow I intend to hunt again. 

1 Hun. I will, my lord. 

Lord. What*8 here? one dead, or drunk? See, 
doth he breathe ? 

2 Hun. He breathes, rjy lord : Were he not warm'd 

with ale. 
This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 
Lord. O monstrous beast! how like a swine he 

lies ! 
Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine imageif 

7 Bitch. * Strained. 
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Sirs^ I will practise on this drunken man.-*-— 
What think youy if he were convey*d to bed. 
Wrapped in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 
A most delicious banquet by his bed. 
And brave attendants near him when be wakes. 
Would not the beggar then forget himself ? 

1 Hun, Believe me, lord, I think he eannot choose. 

2 Hun, It would seem strange unto him when he 

wak*d. 
Lord^ Even as a flattering dream, or worthless 

fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jest :— 
Carry him gently to my fairest chamber> 
•And hang it round with all my wanton pictures; 
Balm his foul head with warm distilled waters. 
And bum sweet wood to make the lodging sweet: 
Procure me musick ready when he wakes. 
To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 
And if he chance to speak, be ready straight. 
And, with a low submissive reverence. 
Say, — ^What is it your honour, will command ? 
Let one attend him with a silver bason. 
Full of rose-water, and bestrewed with flowers ; 
Another bear the ew6r,* the third a diaper,' 
And iay,*-^Wiirt please your lordship cool your 

hands? 
Some one be ready with a costly «uit. 
And ask him what apparel he will wear; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horse. 
And that his lady mourns at his disease : 
fdrsuadehim, that he hath been lunatick; 

^ Pilcher. 9 Nap&in. 
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And, when he says he is — , say, that be dreams,' 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord, 
^his do, and do it kindly,' gentle sirs | 
It will be pastime passing excellent. 
If it be husbanded with modesty.* 

1 Hun. My lord, I warrant you, we'll play cm 
part. 
As he shall think, by our true diligence, 
lie is no less than what we say he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, aud to bed with him; 
And each one to his office, when h^ wakes.— 

[Sonie hear out Sly. A trumpet sounds* 
Sirrah, go s^ what trumpet *tis that sounds :— 

lEjnt Servant. 
Belike, some noble gentleman ) that means. 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here.-^ 

Re-enter a Servant. 

How now ? who is it ? 

Sere. An it please your hQnour^ 

Players that offer service to your lordship. 

Lord. Bid them come near :— 

Enter Players. 

Now, fellows, you are wdcomt, 

1 Play. We thank your honour. 

Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night? 

2 Play. So please your lordship to accept our doty. 
Lord. With all my heart. — ^This •fellow I remen^ 

ber. 
Since once he play*d a farmer's eldest son $•« 

> Naturally. •Moderatmi. 
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Twas where you woo*d the gentlewoman so well^ 
I have forgot your name; but^ sure^ that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally performed. 

1 Play. I think, 'twas Soto that your honour means. 

Lord. *Tis very true ; — thou didst it excellent.-^ 
Well, you are come to me in happy time j 
The rather for I have some sport in hand. 
Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 
There is a lord will hear you play to-night : 
But I am doubtful of your modesties ; 
Lest, over-eying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yet his hoilour never heard a play,) 
You break into some merry passion. 
And so ofiend him 3 for I tell you, sirs. 
If you should smile, he grows impatient. 

1 Play. Fear not, my lordj we can contain out- 
selves. 
Were he the veriest antick in the world. 

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery, 
Ajid give them friendly welcome every one : 
Let them want nothing that my house affords.—' 

[Exeunt Servant and Players, 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 

[To a Servant 
And see him dress'd in all suits like a lady : 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber^ 
And cajil him — madam, do him obeisance. 
Tell him from me, (as he will win my love,) 
He bear himself with honourable action. 
Such as he hath observ'd in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accomplished : 
Such duty to the diunkard let him doj 
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With soft low tongue^ and lowly courtesy ; 

And say, — ^What is't your honour will coiiimaiid^ 

Wherein your lady, and your humble wife. 

May show her duty, and make known her love ? 

And then — ^with kind embracements, tempting kisses, 

And with declining head into his bosom,— 

Bid him shed tears, as being ov^r}oy*d 

To see her noble lord restor*d to health. 

Who, for twice seven years, hath esteemed him 

No better than .a poor and loathsome beggar : 

And if the boy have not a woman's gift> 

To rain a shower of commanded tears>. 

An onion will do well for such a shift ; 

Which in a napkin being close conyey*dj 

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. ' 

See this despatched with all the haste thou canst 5 

Anon 1*11 give thee more instructions.— 

[£n^ Servant* 
I know, the boy will well usurp the grace. 
Voice, gait, and action of a gentle woman : 
I long to hear him call the drunkard, husband; 
And how my men will stay themselves from laugbteri 
When they do homage to this simple peasant. 
1*11 in to counsel them : haply,^ my presence 
May well abate the over-merry spleen^ 
Which otherwise would grow into extremes. 

lExamt. 

3 Perhaps. 
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SCENE II. 

A Bedchamber in the Lord's House, 

Sly is discovered in a rich night gonm, with At^ 
tendants; some with apparel, others with bason, 
ewer, and other appurtenances. Enter Lord^ dressed 
like a Servant, 

Sly. F(^ Grod*8 sake^ a pot of small ale. 

y Sero,^ Will*t please your lordship drink a cup of 
sack? 

-2 Sere. Will*t jdease your honour taste of' these 
conserves ? 

3 Serv. What raiment will your honour wear to- 
day? 

Sly. I am Christophero Sly; call not me — honour, 
nor lordship : I never drank sack in my life; and if 
you give me any conserves^ give me conserves of 
beef: Ne*er ask me what raiment 1*11 wear; fori 
have no more doublets than backs^ no more stock- 
ings than legs^ nor no more shoes than feet ; nay, 
sometimes, more feet than shoes, or such shoes as 
my toes look through the over-leather. 

Lord, Heaven cease this idle humour in your ho- 
nour! 
O, that a mighty man, of such descent. 
Of such possessions, and so high esteem. 
Should be infused with so foul a spirit ! ' 

Sly, What, would you make me mad? Am not I 
Christopher Sly, old S]y*s son of Burton-heath; by 
birth a pedler, by education a card-maker, by trans- 
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mutation a bear-herd^ and now by present profession 
a tinker ? Ask Marian Hacket^ the fat ale-wife of 
Wincot^ if she know me not : if she say I am not 
fourteen pence on the score for sheer ale^ score me 
tip for the lyingest knave in Christendom. What, I 
am not bestraught:* Here's 

1 Sero, Of this it is that makes your lady moom. 

2 Serv. O, this it is that makes your servants droop* 
Jjord. Hence comes it that your kindred shun your 

house. 
As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 
O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth 5 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from banishment. 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams : 
Look how thy servants do attend on thee, 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have musick ? hark ! Apollo plays, 

. [JMusich 
And twenty caged nightingales do sing : 
Or wilt thou sleep ? well have thee to a couch. 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 
On purpose trimm*d up for Semiramis. 
Say, thou wilt walk 5 we will bestrew the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride ? thy horses shall be trapped. 
Their harness studded all with gold and pearl. 
Dost thou love hawking ? thou hast hawks will soar 
Above the morning lark : Or wilt thou hunt ? 
Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them. 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
1 Sero» Say, thou wilt course 5 thy greyhounds ar» 
as swift 

^ Distracted. 



Scene IL TAMING OP THE SHREW. 355^ 

As breathed stags^ zy, fleeter than the roe. 

^ Serv. Dost thou love pictures? we will fetch< 
thee straight 
Adonis^ painted by a running brook : 
And Cytherea all in sedges hid j 
Which seem to move and wanton with her breathy 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 

Lord. We*ll show thee Id, as she was a maid ; 
And how she was beguiled and surpris*d. 
As livdy painted as the deed was done. 

3 Serv. Or Daphne^ roaming through a thorny 
wood 5 
Scratching her legs that one shall swear 8h« 

bleeds : 
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, 
8o workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou hast a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

1 Sere. And, till the tears that she hath shed for 
thee. 
Like envious floods, o*er-ran her lovely face. 
She was the fairest creature in the world *, 
And yet she is inferior to none. 

<S/y. Am I a lord ? and have I such a lady I 
Or do I dream ? or have I dream*d till now? 
I do not sleep : I see, I hear, I speak -, 
I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things :^— 
Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed ^ 
And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly.— 
Well, bring our lady hither to our sight 5 
And oncQ again, a pot o* the smallest ale. 
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2 Sero. Will't please your mightioeja to wash your 

hands ? 
[Servants present an ewer, boson, and napkint 
O, how we joy to see your wit restored I 
O^ that once more you knew but what you are ! 
These fifteen years you have been in a dream ; 
Or, when you wak*d, so wak'd as if you slept. 

Sli/^. These fifteen years ! by my fay,* a goodly nap. 
But did I never speak of all that time ? 

I Serv, O, yes, my lord j but very idle words :*« 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber. 
Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of door^ 
And rail upon the hostess of the house ; 
And say, you would present her at the leet,^ 
Because she brought stone jugs and no seal'd quarts ; 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
^ Sli/. Ay, the woman's maid of the house. 

3 Serv. Why, sir, you know no house, nor vo 

such maid ; 
Nor no such men, as you have reckon*d up,— • 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell 5 
And twenty more such names and men as these, 
Which never were, nor no man ever saw. 

Sfy. Now, Lord l^ thanked for my good amends! 

AIL Amen. 

Sfy. I thank thee 5 thou shalt not lose by it« 

Enter the Page, as a lady, with attendants. 

Page. How fares my noble lord ? 
Slj/. Marry, I fare well , for h^e is cheer enoogb* 
Where is my wife ? 

s Faith. • Court-leet* 
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Page. Here, noble lord ; What is thy will with her ? 

Sly. Are you my wife,, and will not call me— 
husband ? 
My men should call me — \otd j 1 am your goodman. 

Page. My husband aiid my lord, my lord and 
husband ; 
I am your wife in all obedience. 

Sltr. i know it well : — ^What must I call her > 

Lord, Madam. 

Sfy. Al*ce madam, or Joan madani ? 

Lord, Madam, and nothing else 5 go lords call 
ladies. 

Sfy. Madam wife, they say that I have dream'd, 
and slept 
Above some fifteen year and more. 

Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me) 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 

Slif. *Tis much j Servants, leave me and her 

alone. 

Madam, undress you, arid come now to bed. 

Page. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you. 
To pardon me yet for a night or two 5 
Or, if not so, until the sun be set : 
For your physicians have expressly charged. 
In peril to incur your former malady. 
That I should yet absent me from your bed : 
I hope, this reason stands for my excuse. ^ 

Sli/. Ay, it stands so, that I may hardly tarry so 
long. But I would be loath to fall into my dreams 
again; I will therefore tarry, in despite of the flesh 
and the blood. 

YOL. III. Z 
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Enter a Servant. 

Sen\ Your honour's players, hearing your amend- 
ment. 
Are come to play a pleasant comedy. 
For so your doctors hold it very meet j 
Seeing too much sadness hath congeaVd your blood, 
And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy. 
Therefore, they thought it good you hear a play. 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment. 
Which bars a thousand harms, and lengthens liife* 

SIt/. Marry, I will; let them play it : Is not t 
Commonty? a Christmas gambol, or a tumbling-trick? 

Page, No, my good lord ; it is more pleasing stuflf. 

Sly. What, houshold stuff? 

Page, It is a kind of history. 

Sit/, WeU, we'll see*t : Come, madam wife, sit by 
my side, and let the world slip ; we shall ne*er be 
younger. IThey sit dam* 

^ Forcomsdj. 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I. Padua. A public Place. 

Enter Lucentio and TaAKio. 

Luc. Tranio, since — ^for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,—* 
I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy 5 
And, by my father's love and leave, am arm*d 
With his good will, and thy good company^ 
Most trusty servant, well approved in all 5 
Heire let us breathe, and happily institute 
A coarse of learning, and ingenious ^ studies. 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 
Gave me my being, and my father £rst, « 

A merchant of great trafHck through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 
Vincentio his son, brought up in Florence, 
It shall become, to serve all hopes conceived. 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
A&d therefore, Tranio, for the time I study. 
Virtue, and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue 'specially to be achiev'd. 
Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left. 
And am to Padua come 5 as he that leaves 
A shallow plash,9 to plunge him in the deep. 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 

* Ingenuous. 9 Small piece of water.- 

«2 
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Tra. Mi perdofiate/ gentle master mine^ 
I am in all affected as yourself ; 
Glad that you thus continue your resolve. 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 
Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral discipline, 
Let*s be no Ktoicks, nor no stocks, I pray ; 
Or so devote to Aristotle's checks,* 
As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur*d : 
Talk logick with acquaintance that you have. 
And practice rhetorick in your common talk : 
Musick and poesy use to quicken ^ you ; 
The mathematicks, and the metaphysicks. 
Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves yous 
No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta*en 5— 
In brief, sir, study what you most afi[ect. 

Luc, Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 
If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore. 
We could at once put us in readiness 5 
And take a lodging, fit to entertain . 
Such friends, as time in Padua shall beget. 
But stay awhile : What company is this ? 

Tra, Master, some show, to welcome us to town* 

£«ferBAPTisTA, Katharina, Bianca, Greiiio^ 
and HoRTENsio. Lucentio and Tranio stand 
aside. 

Bap, Gentlemen, importune me no fbitfaer. 
For how I firmly am resolv'd you know ; 
That is,— not to bestow my youngest daughter. 
Before I have a husband for the elder : 

* Pardon me. ^ Harsh rules. 3 Axsmate. 
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If either of you both love Kalharina^ 
Because I know you well, and love you well. 
Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure* 

Gre, To cart her rather: She's too rou^ former- 
There, there Hortensio, will you qiny wife ? 

Kath» 1 pray you, sir, [To Bap.] is it your will 
To make a staled of me amongst these mates ? 
JEf or. Mates, maid ! how mean you that ? no matei 
for you. 
Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 

Kath. I'faith, sir, you shall never need to fear 5 
I wis,* it is not half way to her heart : 
But, if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb yoiir noddle with a three-legg*d stool^ 
And paint your face, and use you- like a fool. 
Hor. From aU such devils, good Lord, deliver us ! 
Gre. And me too, good Lord ! 
Tra, Hush, master! here is some good paadmd 
toward ; 
That wench is stark mad, or wonderful froward, 

Luc. But in the other's silence I do see 
Maids' mild behaviour and sobriety. 
Peace, Tranio. 

Tra, Well said, master ; mum! and gaze your fill. 
Bap» Grentlemen, that I may soon make good 
What I have said, — Bianca, get you in : 
And let it not displease thee, good Bianca ; 
For I will love thee ne'er the less, my girl. 

Kath, A pretty peat !^ 'tis best 
Put finger in the eye,— an she knew why. 
Bian, Sister, content you in my discontent.— ^ 

> A bait or decoy, • Think, • Pct» 
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Sir^ to your pleasure humbly I subscribe : 

My books^ and instruments^ shall be my companj; 

On them to look^ and practise by myself. 

Luc. Hark^ Tranio! thou may'st hear Minerva 
speak. \^A»ide, 

Hor, Signior Baptlsta^ will you be so strange ? 
Sorry am I^ that our good will effects 
Bianca*s grief. 

Gre. Why, will you mew ' her up, 

Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell. 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 

Bap. Grentlemeuj content ye; I am resolv*d :— 
Go in, Bianca. lExit Biaiica. 

And for I know, she taketh most delight 
In musick, instruments, and poetry. 
Schoolmasters will I keep within my house. 
Fit to instruct her youth. — If you, Hortensio, 
Or signior Gremio, you, — know any such. 
Prefer*^ them hither; for to cunning ^ men 
I will be very kind, and liberal 
To mine own children in good bringing up; 
And so farewell. Katharina you may stay^ 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. lExit, 

Kath. Why, and I trust, I may go too; May I not? 
What, shall I be appointed hours ; as though, belike, 
I knew not what to take, and what to leave? Ha! 

[Exit. 

Gre. You may go to the devil's dam; your ^fb' 
are so good, here is none will hold 3rou. Their love 
is not so great, Hortensio, but we may blow o«ir naili 

7 Shut. • Recommend. 9 Knowing, learned. 

> Endowments. / 
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together, and fast it fairly out j our cake*s dough oa 
both aides. Farewell: — ^Yet, for the love I bear nay 
sweet Bianca, if I c^n by any means light on a fit 
man, to teach her that wherein she delights, I will 
wish him to her father. 

Hot. So will J, signior Gremio: But a word, I 
pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet never 
brook*d parte, know now, upon advice, * it toucheth 
us both, — that we may yet again have access to our 
fair mistress, and be happy rivals in Bianca*s love,—* 
to labour and effect one thing 'specially. 

Gre. What's that, I pray ? 

Hon Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister, 

Gre. A husband ! a devil. 

Hot. I say, a husband. 

Gre. I say, a devil : Think*st thou, Hortensio^ 
though her father be very rich, any man is so very a 
fool to be married to heU ? 

Ho^ Tush, Greipio, though it pass your patience^ 
and mine, to endure her loud alarums, why, man, 
there be good fellows in the world, an a man could 
light on them, would take her with all faults, and 
money enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell^ but I had as lief take her 
dowry with this condition, — to be whipped at the 
high-cross every morning. 

Hor. 'Faith, as you say, there's small choice in 
rotten apples.' But, come] since this bar in law 
makes us friends, it shall be so far forth friendly 
maintained, — till by helping Baptista's eldest daughter 
to a husband^ we set his youngest free for a husband^ 

* Consideiratioo. 
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and then have to't afresh. — Sweet ^ianca ! — ^Happ^ 
man be his dole!^ He that rans fastest^ gets the ring. 
How say you, signior Greraio } 

Gre. I am agreed: and 'would I had given him 
the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that 
would thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, 
and rid the house of her. Come on. 

[^Exeunt Gremio and Hortensio. 

Tra. lAdvancifig,'] I pray, sir, tell me,— Is it pos- 
sible 
That love should of a sudden take such hold } 
' Luc, O Tranio, till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it possible, or likely ; 
But see ! while idly I stood looking on, 
I found the effect of love in idleness : 
And now in plainness do confess to thee,-~- 
That art to me as secret, and as dear. 
As Anna to the queen of Carthage was,— 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 
If I achieve not this young modest girl : 
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst; 
Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now; 
Affection is not rated •* from the heart : 
If love have touch*d you, nought remains but so, — 
Redirne te captum qtwm queas minimo. 

Luc. Gramercies, lad ; go forward : this contents; 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel's sound. 

Tra, Master, you look'd so longly^ on the maid. 
Perhaps you marked not what's the pith of all. 
' Luc, O yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face, 

S Gain or lot. * Driven out 'by chiding. s Longtngl/* 
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Such as the daughter^ of Agenor had. 

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand^ 

When with his knees he kiss*d the Cretan strand. • 

Tra, Saw you no more ? mark'd you not, how her 
sister 
Began to scold ; and raise up such a storm. 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 

Luc. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move. 
And with her breath she did perfume the air j 
Sacred, and sweet, was all I saw in her. 

Tra» Nay, then, 'tis time to stir him from his 
trance. 
I pray, awake, sir j If you love tlie maid. 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it 

stands : — 
Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd. 
That, till the father rid his hands of her. 
Master, your love must live a maid at home ; 
And therefore has he closely mew*d her up. 
Because she shall not be annoy'd with suitors. 

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not adyis'd, he took some care 
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her ? 

Tra, Ay, marry, am I, sir j and now 'tis plotted. 

Luc. I have it, Tranio. 

Tra, Master, for my hand. 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Luc. Tell me thine first. 

Tra. ^ You will be schoolmaster. 

And undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That's your device. 

6 Europa., 



34ff TAMING OF THE SHREW. Act I. 

Luc. It is : May it be done ? 

Tra, Not possible > For who shall bear your paitj 
And be in Padua here VincentiQ*s son ? 
Keep house> and ply his book ; welcome his friends ( 
Visit his countrymen^ and banquet them ? 

Luc, Basta)'' content thee; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been seen in any house; 
Nor can we be distinguished by our faces^ 
For man^ or master : then it follows thus;-^ 
Thou shalt be master^ Tranio^ in my steady 
Keep house> and port^^ and servants^ as I should: 
I will some other be; some Florentine^ 
Some Neapolitan^ or mean man of Pisa. 
Tis hatch'd^ and shall be so :^^Tranio^ at once 
Uncase thee ; take my coloured hat and doak : 
When Biondello comes^ he waits on tibee } 
But I will charm him first to keep his tongue. 

Tra. So had you need. \Tkey exchange haUt$. 

In brief then^ sir> sith^ it your pleasure is^ 
And I am tied to be obedient j 
(For so your father charged me at pur parting; 
Be serviceable to my son, quoth he. 
Although, I think, 'twas in another sense,) 
I am content to be Lucentio, 
Because so well I love Lucentio. 

Luc, Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves : 
And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thraU*d my wounded eye. 

7 *Tis enough. * Show, appearance. 9 Sioc . 
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Enter Biondelio. 

Here comes the rogue. — Sirrah, where have you been > 

Bion, Where have I been ? Nay, how now, where 
are you ? 
Master, has my fellow Tranio stoPn your clothes ? 
Or you stol'n his? or both ? pray, what's the news? 

Luc. Sirrah, come hither j 'tis no time to jest. 
And therefore frame your manners' to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life. 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on. 
And I for my escape have put on his; 
For in a quarrel, since I came ashore, 
I kill'd a man, and fear I was descried :' 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes. 
While I make way from hence to save my life : 
You understand me? 

Bion. I, sir, ne'er a whit. 

Luc. And not Ji jot of Tranio in your mouth ; 
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 

Bion. The better for him; Would I were so too! 

Tra. So would I, faith, boy, to have the next 
wish after, — 
That Lucentio indeed hadBaptista's youngest daughter. 
But, sirrah, — not for my sake, but your master's, — I 

advise 
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of com- 

panies : 
When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio j 
But in all places else, your master Lucentio. 

■ Observed. 
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Luc. Tranio, let's go : — 
One thing more rests, that thyself execute j— 
To make one among these wooers : If thou ask m^ 

why,— 
Sufficeth, my reasons are both good and weighty. 

l^Exeuat 
I Serv. Mj^ lord, you nod; you do not mind the 

play. 
Sly. Yes, by saint Anne, do I. A good matter, 
turely ; Comes there any more of it 9 
Page. My lord, His hut begun. 
Sly. *Tis a very excellent piei^e qf y^ork, madam 
lady; * Would* t xvere done! 



SCENE 11. 
Tke same. Before Hortensio's Housi^. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Vet, Verona, for a while I take my leave. 
To see my friends in Padua 5 but, of alU 
My best beloved and approved friend^ 
Hortensio 5 and, I trow, this is his house :— 
Here, sirrah Grumio 3 knock, I say. 

Gru, Knock, sir ! whom should I knock ? is therd 
any man has rebused your worship ? 

Pc^. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 

Gru, Knock you here, sir ? why, sir, what am I* 
sir, that I should knock you here, sir ? 

iet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate. 
And rap me well, or Til knock your inave's pate^ 
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' Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome : I should 

knock you firsts 
And then I know after who comes by the worst. 

Pet. WiU it not be ? 
'Faith, sirrah, an yx)U*ll not knock, I'll wring it ; 
1*11 try how you can sol, fa, and sing it. 

\He wrings Grvmio bi/ the ears, 
Gru. Help, masters, help ! my master is mad. 
Fet. Now, knock when I bid you : sirrah! villain! 

Enter Hortensio. 

Hor. tlow now? what*s the matter? — ^My old 
friend Goimio ! and my good friend Petruchio !— 
How do you all at Vero/ia ? 

Fet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part the fray ? 
Con tutto il core bene trovato, may I say. 

Hor. Alia nostra casa bene venuto, 
Molto honorato signor mio Petruchio. 
Rise, Grumio, risej we will compound this quarrel. 

Crru. llAdLy, *tis no matter, what he 'leges ^ in Latin. 
•—If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his 
•ervice, — ^Look you, sir, — ^he bid me knock him, and 
rap him soundly, sir : Well, was it fit for a servant 
to use his master so ; being, perhaps, (for aught I 
gee,) two and thirty, — a pip out ? 
Whom, 'would to God, I had well knock*d at firsts 
Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

Pet. A senseless villain — Good Hortensio^ 
I bade the rascal knock upon your gate. 
And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru. Knock at the gate ? — O heavens I 

* AUcgw. 
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Spake you not these words plain^ — Sirrah, knock m 

here, 
Rap me here, knock me well, and knock me Moimdljff 
And come you now with-^knocking at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirrah^ be gone^ or talk not, I advise yon. 

Hor, Petruchio, patience; lam Onumo's pkdge: 
Why, this a heavy chance *twixt him and you ; 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant iervant Grumio. 
And tell me now, sweet friend, — ^hat liappy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? 

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men through tht 
worid. 
To seek their fortunes fiirther than at borne. 
Where small experience grows. But, in a few,* 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me :-« 
Antonio, my father, is deceas*d ; 
And I have thrust myself into this maze. 
Haply to wive, and dirive, as best I may : 
Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at home. 
And so am come abroad to see the worid. 

Hor. P^truchio, shall I then come roundly to 
thee, 
And wish thee to a shrewd iU-favour'd wife ? 
Thoud'st thank me but a little for my counsel : 
And yet 1*11 promise thee she shall be rich. 
And very rich :— but thou*rt too much my friend. 
And I'll not wish thee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortensio, 'twixt such friends as we, 
Few words suffice: and, therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio*s wife, 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance/) 

^ Few words. 
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Be she as foul as was Blorentius' love,* 
As old as Sybil, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates' Xantippe, or a worse. 
She moves me not, or not removes, at least, 
Af[ection*s edge in me ; were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriattck seas : 
1 come to wive it wealthily in Padua j 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gr«. Nay, look you, sir, he telhyou flatly what 
his mind is : Why, give him gold enough and marry 
him to a puppet, or an aglet-baby j*" or an old trot 
widi ne'er a tooth in her head, though she have an 
many diseases as two and fifty horses: why, nothing 
comes amiss, so money comes withal. 

Hor. Petmchio, since we have stepp'd thus &r to, 
t win continue that I broached in jest. 
I can, Petmchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous $ 
Brought up, as best becomes a gentlewoman : 
Her ody ^nilt (and that is faults enough,) , 
Is, — that she is intolerably curst. 
And shrewd, and froward; so beyond aH measure. 
That, were my state fiar worser than it is, 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Fet. Hortensio, peace 3 diou know'st not go9d*s 
efiect :— 
Tell me her fether^s name, and 'tis enough ; 
For I will board her, though she chide as load' 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 

JSor. Her father is Baptista Mipola, 

♦ Sec the story, No. 39, of " A TboMsani NotalU This^.** 
s A small image on the tag of a lac9. 
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An affable and courteous gentleman : 

Her name is Katharina Minola, 

Renown*d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

Fet, I know her father, though I know not her; 
And he knew my deceased father well ;*-< 
I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her y 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you^ 
To give you over at this first encounter. 
Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Gru, I pray you, sir, let him go while the humoor 
lasts. O* my word, an she knew him as well as I 
do, she would think scolding would do little good 
upon him : She may, perhaps, call him half a score 
knaves, or so: why, that*s ijiothing; an he b^o 
once, he'll rail in his rope-tricks.^ 1*11 tell you what, 
sir, — an she stand '^ hun but a little, he will throw a 
figure in her face, and so disfigure her with it, that 
she shall have no more eyes to see withal than a cat: 
You know him not, sir. 

Hor, Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee; 
For in Baptista*s keep ^ my treasure is : 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold. 
His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca ; 
And her withholds from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love : 
Supposing it a thing impossible, 
(For those defects I have before rehears*d,) 
That ever Katharina will be woo'd. 
Therefore this order^ hath Baptista ta*en ;— 
That none shall have access unto Bianca^ 

. * Abusive language. ^ Withstand. > Custodjr* 

9 These measures. 
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Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

Gru. Katharine the curst ! 
A title for a maid^ of all titles the worst. 

Hx)r. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me graced 
And ofier me, disguised in sober robes^ 
To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen' in musick, to instruct Bianca: 
That so I may by this device, at least. 
Have leave and leisure to make love to her> 
And^ unsuspected, court her by herself^ 

Enter GremIo ; with him Lucektio disguised, with 

books und^r his arm. 

Gru, Here's no knavery ! See ; to beguile the old 
folks^ how the young folks lay their heads together ! 
Master, master^ look about you : Who goes there ? 
ha! 

Hor. Peace, Grumioj 'tis the rival of my love:— « 
Petruchio, stand by a while. 

Gru. A proper stripling, and an amorous ! 

\They retire. 

Gre. O, very well j I have perus'd the note. 
Hark you, sirj I'll have them very fairly bound: 
All books of love, see that at any hand 5* 
And seb you read no other lectures to her : 
You understand me : — Over and beside 
Signior Baptista's liberality, 

rU mend it with a largess :'— Take your papers too. 
And let me have them very well perfum'd j 
For she is sweeter than perfume itself. 
To whom they go. What will you read to her > 

» Versed. * Rate. » Present* 

VOL. HI. A A 
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Luc. Whatever I read to her, I'll plead for you. 
As for my patron, (stand you so assured,) 
As firmly as yourself were still in place : 
Yea, and (perhaps) with more successful words 
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 

Gre. O this learning ! what a thing it is ! 

Gru, O this woodcock ! what an ass it is ! 

Pet. Peace, sirrah. 

Hor. Grumio, mum!-— God save jou^ signior 
Gremio ! 

Gre. And you*re well met, signior Hort^isio. 
Trow you. 
Whither I am going ? — ^To Baptista Minola. 
I promis'd to enquire carefully 
About a schoolmaster for fair Bianca : 
And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man -, for learning, and behaviour. 
Fit for her turn j well read in poetry. 
And other books, — good ones, I warrant you. 

Hor. *Tis well : and I have met a gentleman. 
Hath promis*d me to help me to another, 
A fine musician to instruct our mistress ; 
So shall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so belov'd of me. 

Gre. Belov'd of me, — and that my deeds sbill 
prove. 

Gru, And that his bags shall prove. lAside* 

Hor. Gremio, 'tis now no time to vent our lore: 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 
I'll tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met. 
Upon agreement from us to his liking. 
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Will undertake to woo curst Katharine ; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Gre. So said, so done, is, well :— 
Hortensio, have you told him all her faults ? 

F^t, I know, she is an irksome brawling scold | 
If that be all, masters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, sa/st me so, friend ? What countryman ! 

Fet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's son : 
My father dead, my fortune lives for me ; . 
And I do hope good days, and long, to see. 

Gre, O, sir, such a life, with such a wife, were 
strange : 
But, if you have a stomach, to*t o*God'8 name; 
You shall have me assisting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild cat ? 

FeU Will I live ? 

Gru. Will he woo her ? ay, or 1*11 hang her. 

Fet. Why came I hither, but to that intent ? 
lliink you, a little din can daunt mine ears ? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 
Have I not heard the sea, pufTd up with winds, 
Bage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 
Have t not heard great ordnance in the field. 
And- heaven's artiUery thunder in the skies } 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets' clang? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue; 
Th^t gives not half so great a blow to the ear. 
As will a ehesnut in a farmer's fire ? 
Tush ! tush ! fear boys with bugs.^ ' 

4 Fright boys with bug-bears. 

. A A 3 



«5« TAMING OF THE SHREW. Act I. 

Gru. For he fears none. 

{Andc, 

Gre. Hortensio, hark! «w 

This gentleman is happily arriv*d^ 
My mind presumes^ for his own good^ and yours* 

Hor, I promis'd^ we would be contributors^ 
And bestt his charge of wooing, whatsoe'er. 

Gre, And so we will; provided, that he win her. 

Gru, I would^ I were as sure of a good dinner. 

[Aride* 

Enter Tranio, bravely appardl*d; (mcf Biondello. 

Tra. Gentlemen, Gk)d save you! If I may heboid, 
Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To the house of signior Baptista Minola ? 

Gre. He that has the two fair daughters :^-is't 
l^Aside to Tranio.] he you mean ? 

Tra, Even he. Biondello ! 

Gre, Hark you, sir; You mean not her to— — 

Tra, Perhaps, him and her, sh:; What have yotf 
to do ? 

Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand^ I pray. 

Tra, 1 love no chiders, sir: — ^BionddUo^ let's away. 

Luc. Well begun, Tranio. {Aside, 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go ;— 
Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea, or no! 

Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre, No; if, without more words, you will get 
you hence. 

Tra, Why, sir^ I pray, are not the streets as fiet 
For me, as for you ? 

Gre. But so is not she. 
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Tra. For wliat reason, I beseech you ? 

Gre. For this reason, if you'll know,— — — 
That 8he*8 the choice love of signior Gremlo. 

Hor. That she's the chosen of signior Hortensio. 

Tra. Softly, my masters ! if you be gentleiben^ 
Do me this right, — ^hear me with patience, 
Baptista is a noble gentleman. 
To whom my father is not all unknown | 
And> were his daughter fairer than she is. 
She may more suitors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda*s daughter had a thousand wooers i 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 
And so she shall ; Lucentio shall make one. 
Though Paris came, in hope to speed alone* 

Gre, What! this gentleman will out-talk us all. 

Jjuc. Sir, give him head 3 I know, he*ll prove a 
jade. 

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words? 

Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as to ask you. 
Did you yet ever see Baptista's daughter ) 

Tra. No, sir] but he^r I do, that he hath two| 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue, 
Ai is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the first's for me > let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules | 
And let it be more than Alcides' twelve. 

Pet» Sir, understand you this of me, insooth}«» 
rhe youngest daughter, whom you hearken for. 
Her father keeps from all access of suitors j 
And will not promise her to any man. 
Until the elder sister first be wed : 
rhe younger then is free, and not before* 



/ 
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Tra. If it be so^ sir^ that you are the man 
Must stead us all^ and me among the rest ; 
An if you break the ice, and do this feat,— 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access,— whose hap shall be to have her. 
Will not so graceless be, to be ingrate.s 

Hor. Sir, you say well, and well you do conceiye; 
And since you do profess to be a suitor. 
You must, as we do, gratify tins gentleman, 
To whom we all rest generally beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign whereof. 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon. 
And quaff carouses to our mistress* health j 
And do as adversaries do in law, — 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion ! Fellows,^ let's 
begone. 

hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it so,— 
Petruchio, I shall be your hen fenuto. ^Exeunt. 

1 

ACT II. 

SCENE I. The same, A Room in Baptista's 

House, 

Enter Kathaeina and Bianca. 

Bian, Grood sister, wrong me not, nor wrong 
yourself. 
To make a bondmaid and a slave of me j 
That I disdain : but for these other gawds,^ 
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myself, 

5 Ungrateful. « Companions. 7 Tfifiing ornaments. 
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Yea, all iily raiment, to my petticoat; 
Or, what you will command me, will I do. 
So well I know my duty to my elders, 

Kath. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov*st best : see thou dissemble not. 

Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive, 
I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other, 

Kath, Minion, thou Rest ; Is*t not Hortensio ? 

Bian, If you affect^ him, sister, here I swear, 
1*11 plead for you myself, but you shall have him* 

Kath, O then, belike, you fancy riches more j 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. ' 

Bian, Is it for him you do envy me so? 
Nay, then you jest 3 and now I well perceive. 
You have but jested with me all this while : 
I pr*ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands, 

Kath, If that be jest, then all the rest was so. 

IStrikes her. 

Enter Baptista. 

Bap, "Why, how now, dame ! whence grows this 

insolence ? 

Bianca, stand aside j — ^poor girl ! she weeps :-*• 
Go ply thy needle 5 meddle not with her. — 
For shame, thou hilding 9 of a devilish spirit. 
Why dost thou wrong her that did ne*er wrong 

thee? 
When did she cross thee with a bitter word ? 

Kath. Her silence flouts me, and VW be reveng'd. 

IFlies qfter Bianca. 

* 

% Love. 9 A worthless woman* 
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Bap. "VVliat, in my sight ?-f— Bianca, get thee in, 

[Exit BlANCA. 

Kath, Will you not suffer me ? Nay, now I see, 
She is your treasure, she must have a husband 3 
I must dance bare-foot on her wedding-day. 
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell. 
Talk not to me 5 I will go sit and weep, 
TiU I can find occasion c^ revenge, 

[Exit Kathaeika, 
Bap, Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ? 
'JBiit who comes here ? 

Enter Gremio, with Lucentio in the habit of a 
mean man; P^'ruchio, tcith Hortensio as a 
Musician ; and Tr a N i o, with Biondello hearing 
a lute qrpd books, 

Gre, Good-morrow, neighbour Baptista. 

Bap, Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio : God save 
you, gentlemen! 

Pet, And you, good sir! Pray, have you not 3 
daughter 
Called Ka^arina, fair^ and virtuous ? 

Bap, I have a daughter, sir, call*d Katharina. 
, Gre, You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet, You wrong me, signior Gremio 5 give me 
leave. — 
{ am a gentleman of Verona, sir. 
That, — shearing of her beauty, and her wit. 
Her affability, and bashful modesty. 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,— 
Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house, to make mine eye the witness 
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0£ that report which I so oft have heard. 
And^ for an entrance to my entertainment, 
I do present you with a man of mine, 

[^Presenting Hortensio* 
Cunning in musick, and the mathematicks^ 
To instruct her fully in those sciences. 
Whereof, I know, she is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or else you do me wrong; 
His name is Licio, bom in Mantua. 

Bap. You're welcome, sir; and he, for your good 
sake: 
But for my daughter Katharine^ — this I know, , 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 

Pet, I se^, you do not mean to part with her ; 
Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap. Mistake me not, I speak but as I £nd. 
Whence are you, sir ? what may I call your name } 

Pet. Petruchio is my name; Antonio's son, • 
A man well known throughout ^ Italy. 

Bap, I know him well : you are welcome 'for his 
sake. 

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio^ I pray. 
Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too : 
B^ccare ! ' you «re marvellous forward. 

Pet. O, pardon me, signior Gremio ; I would fiun 
be doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, sir ; but you will curse your 

wooing., 

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateftd, I am sure of 
it. To expres9 the like kindness myself, that have 
l)een more kindly beholden to you than any^ I freely 

' A proverbial exclamation then in use. 
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give unto you this young scholar, ^Presenting Lu- 
CENTio.] that hath been long studying at Rheims; 
as cunning in Greek, Latin, and other languages, at 
the other in musick and mathematicks : his name is 
Cambio ; pray, accept his service. 

Bap. A thousand thanks, signior Gremio : wel- 
come, good Cambio. — But> gentle sir, [To Tranic] 
methinks, you walk like a stranger ; May I be so 
bold to know the cause of your coming ? 

Tra, Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own; 
That, being a stranger in this city here, 
t)o make myself a suitor to your daughter. 
Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous. 
Nor is your £rm resolve unknown to me^ 
In the preferment of the eldest sister : 
This liberty is all that I request, — 
That, upon knowledge of my parentage^ 
I may have welcome *mongst the rest that woc^ 
And free access and favour as the rest. 
And, toward the education of your daughters^ 
I here bestow a simple instrument. 
And this small packet of Greek and Latin books : 
If you accept them, then their worth is great. 

Bap, Lucentio is your name ? of whence, I pray? 

Tra. Of Pisa, sir -, son to Vincentio. 

Bap, A mighty man of Pisa } by report 
I know him well : you are very welcome, sir.— 
Take you [To Ho a.] the lute, and you [To Luc] 

the set of books. 
You shall go see your pupils presently, 
]^olla, within! 
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Enter a Servant. 

Sirrah, lead 

Tbese gentlemen to my daughters; and tell them 

both. 
These are their tutors } bid them use them well. 

\Exit Servant, with Ho&tensio, Lucentio, 
and BiONDELLO. 
We will go walk a little in the orchard. 
And then to dinner : You are passing welcome. 
And so I pray ypu all to think yourselves. 

Pet. Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste^ 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 
You knew my father well 5 and in him, me. 
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods. 
Which I have better*d rather than decreased : 
Then tell me, — if I get your daughter's love. 
What (towry shall I have with her to wife ? 

Bn^ After my death, the one half of my lands: 
And/ iit possession, twenty thousand crowns. 

Pet, And, for that dowry, I'll assure her of 
Her widowhood>— -be it that she survive me,— 
In all my lands and leases whatsoever : 
Let specialties be therefore drawn between us. 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap, Ay, when the special thing is well obtain*d, 
Tliis is, — her love 5 for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why, that is nothing j for I tell you, father, 
I am as peremptory as she proud-minded 5 
And where two raging fires meet together. 
They do consume the thing that feeds their fury : 
Though little fire grows great with little wind. 



364 TAMING OF THE SHREW. Act II. 

Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all : 
So I to her^ and so she yields to me j 
For I am roughs and woo not like a babe* 

Bap. Well may'st thou woo, and happy be thf 
speed! 
But be thou arm*d for some unhappy words. 

Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for winds, 
That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 

Re-enter Hortevsio, mth his head broken. 

Bap. How now, my friend? why dost thou look 
so pale } 

Hor. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale. * 

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good musi- 
cian? 

Hor. I think, she*ll sooner prove a soldier ; 
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Bap. Why, then thou canst not break her to thi 
lute ? 

Hor. Why, no; for she hath broke the lute to me* 
I did but tell her, she mistook her frets,^ 
And bow*d her hand to teach her fingering $ 
When, with a most impatient devilish spirit. 
Frets, call you tliese? quoth she : Vlljwne toith them: 
And, with that word, she struck me on the head. 
And through the instrument my pate nuide waji 
And there I stood amazed for a while, 
^ on a pillory, looking through the lute ; 
While she did call me,— rascal fiddler. 
And — twangling Jack;^ with twenty such vile teniu« 

* A fret in music is the stop which causes or regulates tli^ 
vibratiojn of the string. 
2 Paltry musician. 
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As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Pet, Now, by the world> it is a lusty wench 5 
t love her ten times more than e*er I did : 
O, how I long. to have some chat with her! 

Bap. Well, go with me, and be not so discomfited: 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter ; 
She*s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns.— 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us j 
Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ? 

Pet, 1 pray you do 5 I will attend her here,— 

lExeunt Baptista, Gremio^ Trakio, 
and HoRTENSio. 
And woo Jier with some spirit when she comes* , 
Say, that she rail; Why, then 1*11 tell her plain. 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale : 
Say, that she frown; I'll say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly washed with dew : 
Say, she be muie, and will not speak a word; 
Then I'll commend her volubility. 
And say — she uttereth piercing eloquence: 
If she do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks. 
As though she bid me stay by her a week ; 
If she deny to wed, I'll crave, the day 
When I shall ask the banns, and when be married :— ^ 
But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak* 

Enter Katharina. 

Good-morrow, Kate; for that's your name, I hear. 

Kat/t. Well have you heard, but something hard 
of hearing ; 
They call me— Katharine, that do talk of me. 

Pet, You lie, in faith ; for you are call'd plain Kitto^ 
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And bonny Kate^, and sometimes Kate the curst; 
Bat Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom, 
Kate of Kate-Hall, my sup^-dainty Kate, 
For dainties are all cates : and thqnefore, Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ;— 
Hearing thy mildness prais*d in every town. 
Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded, 
(Yet not so deeply as to thee belong^,) 
Myself am mov'd to woo thee for my wife. 

Kath. Mov'd! in good time: let him that mov'd 
you hither. 
Remove you hence: I knew you at the first. 
You were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, what*s a muoveable? 

Kath, A joint-stool. 

Pet, Thou hast hit it: come, sit on me. 

Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 

Pet, Women are made to bear> and so are you. 

Kath. No such jade, sir, as you, if me you mean. 

Pet, Alas, good Kate! I will not burden thee: 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light,— 

Kath. Too light for such a swain as you to catch; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 

Pet. Should be? should buz. 

Kath. Well ta'en, and Uke a buzzard. 

Pet. O, slow-wing*d turtle ! shall a buzzard take 
thee? 

Kdtk, Ay, for a turtle; as &e takes a buzzard. 

Pet. Come, come, you wasp; i'faith, you are too 
angry. 

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my sting* 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 
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Kath. Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies* 

Pet. Who knows not where a wasp doth wear his 
sting ? 
In his tail. 

Kath» In his tongue. 

Pet, Whose tongue ? 

Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails j and so farewelL 

Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, 
^come again. 
Good ELate 5 I am a gentleman* 

KatL That 1*11 try. 

[Striking him. 

Pet. I swear 1*11 culF you, if you strike again. 

Kath, So may you lose your arms : 
If you strike me, you are no gentleman; 
And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

Pet. A herald, Kate ? O, put me in thy books. 

Kath. What is your crest ? a coxcomb? 

Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen* 

Kath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a 
craven,* 

Pet, Nay, come, Kate, come; you must notkx)lc 
so sour. 

Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. 

Pet. Why, here's no crab ; and therefore look not 
sour. 

Kath. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then show it me. 

Kath. Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face ? 

Kaih. Well aim*d of ^ such a young one. 

* A degenerate cock. s B j. 
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Pet. Now, by Saint George, I am too young for 
you. 

Kath. Yet you are wither*d. 

Pet. *Tis with cares. 

Kath. I care not. 

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate: in sooth, you 'scape 
not so. 

Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry 3 let me go. 

Pet. No, not a whit 5 I find you passing gentle. 
'Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and sullefl. 
And now I find report a very liar ; 
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous; 
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowers; 
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance. 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will ; 
Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk ; 
But thou with mildness 0ntertain*st thy wooers. 
With gentle conference, soft and affable. 
Why does the world report, that Kate doth limp? 
O slanderous world ! Kate, like the hazle-twig. 
Is straight, and slender ; and as brown in hue 
As hazle nuts, and sweeter than the kernels, 
O, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt. 

Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep*st commaad. 

Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove. 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait? 
O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 
And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportfiil ! 

Kath. Where did you study all this goodly speech? 

Pet. It is extempore, from my mpther-wlt. 
• Kath, A witty mother I witless else her son. 

Pet. Am I not wise ? 
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Kath. Yes; keep you warm. 

Pet. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine in thy 
bed: 
And therefore, setting all this chat aside. 
Thus in plain terms : — ^Your father hath consented 
That you shall be my wife; your dowry *greed onj 
And, will you, nill you, I will many you. 
Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn 5 
For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty, 
(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well,) 
Thou must be married to no man but me : , 
For I am he, am born to tame you, Kate; 
A nd bring you from a wild cat to a Kate 
Conformable, as other houshold Kates. 
Here comes your father; never make denial^ 
I must and will have Katharine to my wife. 

Re-enter Baptist a, Gremio, and Tranio. 

Bap, Now, 
Signior Petruchio : How speed you with 
My daughter ? 

Pet, How but well, sir? how but well ? 

It were impossible, I should speed amiss. 

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine? in 
your dumps ? 

Kath. Call you me, daughter ? now I promise you^ 
You have show*d a tender fatherly regard. 
To wish me wed to one half lunatick; 
A mad-cap ruffian, and a swearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

Pet. Father, 'tis thus, — ^yourself and all the worlds 
That talk'd of her, have talked amiss of her 3 

YOL. III. B B 
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If she be curst, it is for policy : 

For she's not froward, but modest as the dove; 

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn 5 

For patience she will prove a second Grissel; 

And Roman Lucrece for her chastity: 

And to conclude, — we have *greed so well together, 

That upon Simday is the wedding-day. 

Kath. I'll see thee hang'd on Sunday first. 

Gre. Hark, Petruchio! she says, she'll see thet 
hang'd first. 

Tra^ Is this your speeding? nay, then, good night 
our part ! 

Pet, Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose her for my- 
self; 
If she and I be pleas*d, what's that to you? 
Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alone^ 
That she shall still be curst in company. 
I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe 
How much she loves me: O, the kindest Kate!—* 
She hung about my neck 5 and kiss on kiss 
Sfte vied^ so fast, protesting oath on oath^ 
That in a twink she won me to her love. 
O, you are novices ! 'tis a world to see,'' 
How tame, when men and women are alone, 
A meacock^ wretch can make the curstest shrew.— 
Give me thy hand, ELate: I will unto Venice, 
To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day :— 
Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests; 
I will be sxire, my Katharine shall: be fine. 

^ To vie and revye were terms at cards now superseded bf 
the word brag. 
7 It is well worth seeing. « A dastardly creatuie. 
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Bap. I know not what to say : but give me your 
hands -, 
God send you joy, Petruchio ! *tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen, say wej we will be witnesses. 

Pet, Fathw", and wife, and gentlemen, adieu 5 
I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace: 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array ; 
And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o'Sunday. 
{^Exeunt Petruchio crwrfKATHARiNE, «cvcrfl/fy. 

Gre, Was ever match clapp*d up so suddenly? 

Bc^, Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant*s 
part. 
And venture madly on a desperate mart. 

Tra. *Twas a commodity lay fretting by you: 
'Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

Bap, The gain I seek is— quiet in the match* 

Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter )— ^ 
Now is the day we long have looked for 5 
I am your neighbour, and was suitor first. 

Tra, And I am one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can guess. 

Gre. Youngling ! , thou canst not love so dear as I. 

Tra, Grey-beard ! thy love doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, stand back 5 *tis age, that nourisheth. 

Tra. But youth, in ladies' eyes that flourishcth. 

Bap. Content you, gentlemen; I'll compoimd thig 
strife : 
^is deeds, must win the prize 3 and he, of botb> 
That can assure my daughter greatest dower. 
Shall have Bianca's love. — 

BB 2 
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Say^ signior Gremio> what can you assure her ? 

Gre, First, as you know, my house within the city 
Is richly furnished with plate and gold; 
Basons, and ewers, . to lave her dainty hands i 
My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry : 
In ivory coffers I have stuflPd my crowns ; 
In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints,^ 
Costly apparel, tents, and canopies. 
Fine linen, Turky cushions boss*d with pearl. 
Valance of Venice gold in needle-work. 
Pewter and brass, and all things that belong 
To house, or housekeeping : then, at my farm, 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 
Sixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls. 
And all things answerable to this portion. 
Myself am struck in years, I must confess ; 
And, if I die to-morrow, this is hers^ 
If, whilst I live, she will be only mine. 

Tra. That, only, came well in ■ ^Sir, list to m«, 
I am my father's heir, and only son : 
If I may have your daughter to my wife^ 
I'll leave her houses three or four as good^ 
Within rich Pisa walls, as any one 
Old signior Gremio has in Padua; 
Besides two thousand ducats by the year^ 
Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure.-" 
What, have I pinch*d you, signior Gremio? 

Gre, Two thousand ducats by the year, of land ! 
My land amounts not to so much in all : 
fHiat she shall have ; besides an argosy,' 

9 Coverings for beds ; now called counterpanes. 
^ A Urge merchant- ship. 
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That now is lying in Marseilles' road:— 
^What, have I chok*d you with an argosy ? 

Tra, Gremio^ *tis known^ my father hath no les^ 
Than three great argosies ; besides two galliasses^^ 
And twelve tight gallies : these I will assure her^ 
And twice as much> whate'er thou offer'st next. 
Gre. Nay, I have oflfer'd all, I have no more 5 
Arid she can have no more than all I havej— * 
If you like me, she sh^ll have me and mine. 

Tra, Why, then the maid is mine from all the 
world. 
By your firm promise ; Gremio is out-vied. 

Bap. 1 must confess, your offer is the best; 
And, let your father make her the assurance^ 
She is your own ; else, you must pardon me : 
If you should die before him, where's her dower? 
Tra. That's but a cavil ; he is old, I young. 
Gre, And may not young men die, as well as old? 
Bap, Well, gentlemen, 
I am thus resolv'd : — On Sunday next you know^ 
My daughter Katharine is to be married : 
Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance 3 
If not, to signior Gremio : 

And so I take my leave, and thank you both. lExit, 
Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. — Now I, fear thee 
not J 
Sirrah, young gamester, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and, in his waning age. 
Set foot under thy table : Tut ! a toy ! 
An old Italian fox is not so land, my boy. [ExtV. 

* A vessel of burthen worked both with sails and oars. 
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Tra, A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide ! 
Yet I have £iced it with a card of ten.' 
Tis in my head to do my master good : — 
I see DO reason, bat supposed Lacentio 
Most get a father^ call*d — soppos'd Vincentio; 
And that's a wonder: fethers^ conmionly^ 
Do get their children; bat, in this case of wooing, 
A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cunning. 

lEiit. 

ACT III. 
SCENE I. A Roam in Baptista*s House. 

Enter Lucentio, Hortensio, and Biaxca. 

Luc, Kddlei^ foifoear; yoa grow too forward, ar: 
Have yoa so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Elatharine welcom*d you withal ? 

Hor, But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroness of heavenly harmony : 
Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in musick we have spent an hoar. 
Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc, Preposterous ass ! that never read so far 
To know the cause why musick was ordainM ! 
Was it not, to refresh the mind of man. 
After his-studies, or his usual pain ? 
Tlien give me leave to read philosophy. 
And, while I pause, serve in your harmony. 

Hor, Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of thine. 

Bkn. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 

3 The highest caidt 
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To strive for that which resteth in my choice : 
I am no breeching scholar-* in the schools 3 
1*11 not be tied to hours, nor *pointed times. 
But learn my lessons as I please myself. 
And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down i"^ 
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles 5 
His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd. 

Hor. You'll leave his lecture when I am in tunei 

[To BiANCA. — HoRTENSio retires. 

hue. That will be never 5 — ^tune your instrument. 

Bian. Where left we last? 

Imc. Here, madam: 

Hac ibat Simois ; hie est Sigeia tellus ; 

Hie steterat Priami regia celsa senis, 

Bian. Construe them. 

Luc. Hac ibat, as I told you before,— 5mof>, I ani 
Lucentio,— *Afc est, son unto Vincentio of Pisa,—* 
Sigeia tellus, disguised thus to get your love 5 — Hie 
steterat, and that Lucentio that comes a wooing,— « 
Priami, is my man Tranio, — regia, bearing my port, 
'^-<elsa senis, that we might beguile the old panta* 
loon.* 

Hor, Madam, my instrument's in tune. 

[Returning. 

Bian. Let's hear 5 — [Ho rt en s 10 plays. 

O fye ! the treble jars. 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian, Now let me see if I can construe it : Ha^ 
ibat Simois, I know you not ; hie est Segeia tellus, I 
trust you not;— Hic steterat Priami, take heed ha 

^ No school.boy, liable to be whipt. 
9 The old cully in Italian farces. 
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hear us not}— rfgia, presume not; — celsa senis, des- 
pair not. 

Hor, Madam, 'tis now in tune. 

Iaic. All but the base. 

Hor, The base is right ; *tis the base knave that 
jars. 
How fiery and forward our pedant is ! 
Uow, for my life, the knave doth court my love : 
Pedascule,^ I'll watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust. 

Luc. Mistrust it not; for, sure, .^lacides 
Was Ajax,— caird so from his grandfather. 

Bian, I must believe my master 3 else, I promise 
you, 
I should be arguing still upon that doubt : 
But let it rest.-^Now, Licio, to you :— 
Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray. 
That I have been thus pleasant with you both, 

Hor. You may go walk, [To Lucentio.] and 
give me leave awhile ; 
My lessons make no music in three parts. 

Luc. Are you so formal, sir? well, I must wait. 
And watch withal; for, but I be deceived. 
Our fine musician groweth amorous. \^Aside» 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the instrument. 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I must begin with rudiments of art ; 
To teach you gamut in a briefer sort. 
More pleasant, pithy, and effectual. 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade : 
And there it is in writing, fairly drawn, 

• Pedant. 
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Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 
Hor, Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 
Bian. ^Reads,] Gamut I am, the ground of aU ac^ 
cord. 
A re, to plead Hortemio's passion; 
B mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord, 

C faut, that lores with all affection } 
D sol re, one cliff, two notes have I; 
E la mi, show pity, or I die. 
Call you this — gamut ? tut ! I like it not : 
Old fashions please me best; I am not so nice,'* 
To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave your 
books. 
And help to dress your sister's chamber up ; 
You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day. 

Bian. Farewell, sweet masters, both j I must be 

gone. [Exeunt Biakca and Servant. 

Luc. Taith, mistress, then I have no cause to stay. 

[Exit. 
Hor. But I have cause to pry into this pedant 5 
Methinks, he looks as though he were in love :— 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble. 
To cast thy wandering eyes on every stale,* 
Seize thee, that list : If once I find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit. 

7 Fantastic^d. > Bait, decoy. 
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SCENE II. 

The same. Before Baptista's House. 

J&i/erBAPTisTA, Gremio, Tranio, Katharine^ 
BiANCA^ LucENTio^ and Attendants. 

Bap. Signior Lucentio, [To Tranio.] this is the 
'pointed day 
That Katharine and PetrucWo should be married. 
And yet we bear not of our son-in-law : , 
What will be said ? what mockery will it be. 
To want the bridegroona, when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 
What says Lucentio to this shame of ours } 

Kath. No shame but mine : I must, forsooth, be 
forced 
To give my hand, oppos'd against my heart. 
Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen j9 
Who woo'd in haste, and means to wed at leisure. 
I told you, I, he was a frantick fgol. 
Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour : 
And, to be noted for a merry man. 
He'll woo a thousand, point the day of marriage. 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 
Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 
And say,— Lo, tka-e is mad Petrmhio^s wife, , 
If it would please him come and marry her, 

Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista too; 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 

9 Caprice, uiconstancjr. 
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Whatever fortune stays him from his word : 
Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise 5 
Though he be merry, yet withal he's honest, 

Kath. 'Would Katharine had never seen him 

though ! 
[E.r/V, weeping, followed by Bianca, and others. 
Bap. Go, girl 3 I cannot blame thee now to weepj 
For such an injury would vex a saint, 
!Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion, Master, master! news, old news, and such; 
pews as you never heard of! 

Bap, Is it new and old too ? how may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petruchio'i 
coming ? 

Bap, Is he come ? 

Bion, Why, no, sir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bion, He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here? 

Bion, When he stands where I am, and sees you 
there. 

Tra, But, say, what : — ^To thine old news. 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat 
and an old jerkin j a pair of old breeches, thrice 
turned 5 a pair of boots that have been candle-cases, 
one buckled, another laced j an old rusty sword ta'en 
out of the town armory, with a broken hilt, and 
phapeless \ with two broken points : His horse hipped 
with an old mothy saddle, the stirrups of no kindred : 
besides, possessed with the glanders, and like to mose 
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in the chine; troubled with the lampass, infected 
with the fashions,' ftill of wind-galls, sped with 
spavins, raied with the yellows, past cure of the 
£ves,* stark spoiled with the staggers, begnawn with 
the hots J swayed in the back, and shoulder-shottenj 
ne'er-legged before, and with a half-checked bit, and 
a head-stall of sheep's leather; which, being restrdn- 
ed to keep him from stumbling, hath been often 
burst, and now repaired with knots: one girt six 
times pieced, and a woman's crupper of velure,^ 
which hath two letters for her name, fairly set down 
in studs, and here and there pieced with packthread. 

Bap, Who comes with him ? 

Bion, O, sir, his lackey, for all the world capari- 
soned like the horse; with a linen stock "^ on one leg, 
and a kersey boot-hose on the other, gartered with a 
red and blue list; an old hat, and The humour of 
forty fancies pricked in't for a feather : a monster, a 
very monster in apparel; and not like a christian 
footboy, or a gentleman's lackey, 

Tra. 'Tis some odd humour pricks him \o this 
fashion ; — 
Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd. 

Bap, I am glad he is come, howsoe'er he comes. 

Biron, Why, sir, he comes not. 

Bap, Didst thou not say, he comes ? 

Biron, Who ? that Petruchio came ? 

Bap, Ay, that Petruchio came. 

' Farcy. 
* Vives; a distemper in horses, little difiering from the 
Strangles, 

s Velvet. 4 Stockii^. 
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Biron. No^ sir ', I sslj, his horse comes with him 
on his back. 

Bof. Why, that's all one. 

Biron, Nay, by Saint Jamy, I hold you a penny, 
A horse and a man is more than one, and yet not 
many. 

Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Fet. Come, where be these gallants? who is at 
home? 

Bap. You are welcome, sir, 

Fet. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra, Not so well apparell*d 

As I wish you were. 

Fet, Were it better I should rush in thus. 
But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ?— 
How does my father ? — Gentles, methinks you frown : 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company 3 
As if they saw some wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unusual prodigy ? 

Bap* Why, sir, you know, this is your wedding- 
day : 
First were we sad, fearing you would not come; 
JJow sadder, that you come so unprovided. 
Fye ! doff this habit, shame to your estate. 
An eyC'Sore to our solemn festival. 

Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detained you from your vnfc. 
And sent ypu hither so unlike yourself? 

Fet, Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear : 
Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word. 
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Tliough in some part enforced to digress ;5 

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 

As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

Bat, where is Kate ? I stay too long from her; 

The morning wears, *tis time we were at church. * 

Tra, See not your bride in these unreverent robes; 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Fet. Not I, believe me j thus I'll visit her. 

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her. 

Fet. Good sooth, even thusj therefore have done 
with words 5 
To me she's married, jiot unto my clothes : 
Could I repair what she will wear in me. 
As I can change these poor accoutrements, 
•Twere well for Kate, and better for myself. 
But what a fool am I, to chat with you. 
When I should bid good-morrow to my bride. 
And seal the title with^a lovely kiss ? 

[Exeunt Petruchio, Grumio, and 

BlONDELLO. 

Tra. He hath some meaning in his mad attire : 
We will persuade him, be it possible, 
To'put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap. I'll after him, and see the event of this. 

\ExiU 

Tra. But, sir, to her love concerneth us to add 
Her father's liking : Which to bring to pass. 
As I before imparted to your worship, 
I am to get a man, — ^whate'er he be. 
It skills^ not much ; we'll fit him to our turo,— 
And he shall be Vincent io of Piisai 

5 I. e. To deviate from my promise. ^ Matters r 
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And make assurancCj here in Padua, 
Of greater sums than I have promised. 
So shall you quietly enjo^ your hope. 
And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 

Luc. Were it not that my fellow schocdmaster 
Doth watch Bianca*s steps so narrowly, 
'Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage j 
Which once perform*d, let all the world say — no, 
1*11 keep mine own, despite of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into. 
And watch our vantage in this business : 
We'll over-reach the greybeard, Gremio, 
The narrow-prying father, Minola j 
The quaint^ musician, amorous Licio ; 
All for my master's sake, Lucentio.— 

Re-enter Gremio. 

Signior Grenuo ! came you from the church ? 

Gre, As willingly as e'er I came from school. 

Tra, And is the bride and bridegroom comic^ 
home? 

Gre, A bridegroom, say you ? 'tis a groom, indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find. 

Tra, Curster than she ? why, 'tis impossibly. 

Gre, Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 

Tra. Why, she's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 

Gre, Tut ! she's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 
I'll tell, you, sir Lucentio 5 When the priest 
Should ask — if Katharine should be his wife, 
•4^> ^ gogs'wouns, quoth he ; and swore so loud. 
That, all amaz'd, the priest let fall the book : 

7 Strange. 
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And, as he stoop*d again to take it up^ 
The mad-brain*d bridegroom took him such a cuff. 
That down fell priest and book^ and book and priest; 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any list, 

Tra, What said the wench, when he arose again ? 

Crre. Trembled and shook 3 for why, he stamp'd, 
and swore. 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many ceremonies done. 
He calls for wine : — A health, quoth he j as if 
He had been aboard carousing to his mates 
After a storm : — Quaff *d off the muscadel,^ 
And threw the sops all in the sexton's face } 
Having no other reason, — 
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly. 
And seem*d to ask him sops as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the bride about the neck j 
And kiss*d her lips with such a clamorous smack. 
That, at the parting, all the church did echo. 
I,, seeing this, came thence for very shame; 
And after me, I know, the rout is coming : 
Such a mad marriage never was before; 
Hark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play. {Mnack, 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Bap- 
TisTA, HoRTENSio, Grumio, and Train, 

Pet, Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
pains : 
I know, you think to dine with me to-day. 
And have prepared great store of wedding cheer; 

^ It was the custom for the company present to drink wine 
immediately after the marriage«cereinouy« 
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But so it is> my haste doth call me hence^ 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap. Is*t possible^ you will away to-night ? 

Pet, I must away to-day> beforemight come:-« 
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my business. 
You would entreat me rather go than stay. 
And, honest company, 1 thank you all. 
That have beheld me give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife: 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; ' 

For I must hence, and ^irewell to you all. 

Tra. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner. 

Pet, It may not be. 

Gre. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kath, Let me entreat you. 

Pet. 1 am content. 

Kath^ Are you content to stay if 

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay ; 
But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath, Now, if you love me, stay. 

Pet. Grumio, my horses. 

Chru. Ay, sir, they be ready} the oats have eatea 
the horses. 

Kath. Nay, then. 
Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day j 
No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 
The door is open, sir, there lies your way. 
You may be jogging, whiles your boots are green; 
For me, I'll not be gone, till I please myself;—^ 
•Tis like, you'll prove a jolly surly groom. 
That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

VOL. III. C c 
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Pet. O, Kate, content thee jpr'ythee, be notangiy. 

Kath. I will be angry j What hast thou to do ?— 
Father, be quiet } he shall stay my leisure. 

Gre, Ay, marry, sir : now it begins to work, 

Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner >>■ 
I see, a woman may be made a fool. 
If she had not a spirit to resist. 

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy com« 
mand :-— 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her : 
Go to the feast, revel and domineer. 
Carouse full measure to her maidenhead. 
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourselves 5 
But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fiet^ 
I will be master of what is mine own : 
She is my goods, my chattels } sh^ is my bouse. 
My houshold-stufF, my field, my bam. 
My horse, my ox, my ass, my any thing j 
And here she stan^, touch her whoever dare } 
1*11 bring my action on the proudest he 

That" stops my way in Padua. Gnunio, 

Draw forth thy weapon, we*re beset with thieves } 

Bescue thy mistress, if thou be a man :— 

Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee, 

Kate; 
1*11 buckler thee against a million. 

\Exeunt Petruchio, Katharine, omT 
Grumio. 

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Gre. Went they not quickly, I du)uld die with 
laughing. 



Scene II. TAMING OF THE SHREW. SS7 

Tra, Of all mad matches, never was the like ! 

Luc, Mistress, what's your opinion of your sister? 

Bian, That, being mad herself, she's madly mated, 

Gre, I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 

Bap, Neighbours and friends, though bride and 
bridegroom wants 
For to supply the places at the table. 
You know, there wants no junkets' at the feast 5-— 
Lucentio, you shall supply die bridegroom's place $ 
And let Bianca take her sister's room. 

Tra, Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it ? 

fop. She shall, Lucentio. •— Come^ Gentlemen^ 
let's go. lExemi. 

ACT IV. 
SCENE I. A Hall in Petruchio's Comtry House. 

Enter Grumio. 

Gru. Fye, fye, on ^ tired jades ! on all mad 
masters! and all foul ways! Was ever man so 
beaten? was ever man so rayed?' was ever man so 
weary M am sent before to make a fire, and they are 
coming af^er to warm them. Now, were not I a littio 
pot, and soon hot, my very lips might freeze to my 
teeth, my tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart 
in my belly, ere I should come by a fire to thaw me t 
—But, I, with blowing the fire, shall warm rayselfj 
£or, considering the weather, a taller man than I 
will take cold. Holla, hoa I Curtis ! 

9 Delicacies. * Bewrayed; dirty, 

CC 2 
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Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that, calls so coldly ? 

Gru, A piece of ice : If thou doubt it, thou may'st 
slide from my shoulder to my heel, with no greater 
a run but my head and my neck. A fire, good 
Curtis. 

Curt. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio? 

Gru. O, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire, fire; 
cast on no water. 

Curt, Is she so hot a shrew as she's reported ? 

Gru, She was, good Curtis, before this frost i bat, 
thou know*st, winter tames man, woman, and beast; 
for it hath tamed my old master, and my new miB* 
tress, and myself, fellow Curtis. 

Curt. Away, you three-inch fool ! I am no beast. 

Gru. A^ I but three inches ? why, thy horn is a 
foot; and so long am I, at the least. But wilt thou 
make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our mis- 
tress, whose hand (she being now at hand,) thou 
shalt soon feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow 
in thy hot office. 

Curt. I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me. How 
goes the world ? 

Gru, A cold world, Curtis, in every office bat 
thine; and, therefore, fire: Do thy duty, and ha?e 
thy duty; for my master and mistress are almost 
frozen to death. 

Curt, There's fire ready; And therefore, good 
Grumio, the news ? 

Gru. Why, Jack boy ! ho hoy! and as much news 
as thou wilt. 
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Curi. Come, you are so full of conycatching :— 

Gru. Why therefore, firej for I have caught ex* 
treme cold. Where's the cook? is supper ready, tho 
house trimmed, rushes strewed, cobwebs swept ; tho 
•erving-men in their new fustian, their white stock- 
ings, and every officer his wedding-garment on ? Be 
the j^cks fair within, the Jills fair without, the carpets 
laid, and every thing in order ? 

Curt. All ready j And therefore, I pray thee, news ? 

Gru, First, know, my horse is tired; my master 
and mistress fallen out. 

Curt, How ? 

Gru, Out of dieir saddles into the dirt; And there* 
hy hangs a tale. 

Curt. Let's ha*t, good Grumio. 

Chru, Lend thine ear. 

Curt. Here. 

Gj-u. There. [Striking him. 

Curt, This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru. And therefore 'tis called, a sensible tale: 
and this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and be* 
seech listening. Now I begin : Imprimis, we came 
down a foul hill> my master riding behind my mis- 
tress I—' 

Curt* Both on one horse ? 
. Gru. What's that to thee ? 

Curt. Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale; ■ B ut hadst thou not 
crossed me, thou should'st have heard how her horse 
fell, and she under her horse; thou should'st have 
beard^ in bow miry a place : how she was bemoUed;^ 
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how he left her with the horse upon her i how he 
beat me UKause her horse stumbled $ how she waded 
through the dirt to pluck him off me; how he 
swore $ how she prayed — that never prayed before; 
how I cried; how the horses ran away; how her 
bridle was burst ;^ how I lost my crupper ;»—widi 
many things of worthy memory; which now shall 
die in oblivion^ and thou return unexperienced to 
thy grave. 

Curt, By this reckoning, he is more shrew than she. 

Crru. Ay; and that, thou and the proudest of 
you all shall find^ when he comes home. But what 
talk I of this ?-K:all forth Nathaniel^ Joseph^ Nicholas, 
Philip^ Walter^ Sugarsop, and the rest; let their 
heads be sleekly combed^ their blue coats brushed, 
and their garters of an indifferent^ knit: let them 
curtsey with their left legs; and not presume to touch 
a hair of my master's horse-tail^ till they kiss their 
hands. Are they all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Dp you hear^ ho ? you must meet ray master^ 
to countenance my mistress. 

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that? 

Gru. Thou, it seems ; that callest for company^o 
countenance her. 

Curt. I call them forth to credit her* 

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing, of tbem« 

I Broken. t Not dijBerent one from the other. 
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Enter several Servantf • 

Kath. Welcome home^ Gmmicu 

Phil. How now, Grumio ? 

Jos. What, Gramio ! 

Nick. Fellow Grumio ! 

Nath. How now, old lad ? 

Gru. Welcome, you 5 — how now, youj what^ 
youj— feHow, youj — ^and thus miJth for greeting. 
Now, my spruce companions, is all ready, and all 
things neat? 

Natk. All things is ready: How near is our master? 

Gru. £*en at hand, alighted by this ; and therefore 
be not,—— Cock's passion, silence! • I hear my 
master. 

Enter Petruchio and Katharika. 

Pet. Where be these knaves ? What, no man at 
door. 
To hold my stirrup, nor to take my horse! 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ?— — 

AU Serv, Here, here, sir; here, sir. 

Pet, Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir, here, sir!-* 
You logger-headed and unpolish*d grooms ! 
What, no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ?— 
Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 

Gru. Here, sir; as foolish as I was before. 

Pet. You peasant swain! you whoreson malt* horse 
drudge! 
Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, 
.And bring along these rascal knaves with thee > ^ 

Gru. Nathaniel's coat^ sir, was not fully madej 
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And Gabriers pumps were all unpink'd i*tlie heel; 
There was no link^ to colour Peter's hat. 
And Walter's dagger was not come from sheathing: 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and 6ie< 

The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 
Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 
Pe/. Qo, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in.— 

[Exeunt some qf the Servants. 
JVhere is the life tliat late t led"^ [Singy* 

Where are thos e ■ S it down, Kate, and welcome, 
Soud, soud, soud, soud!° 

Re»enter Servants, wUh supper. 

Why, when, I say? — Nay, good sweet Kate, b^ 

merry. 
OflF with my boots, you rogues, you villains j When \ 
Jt was the friar of orders grey, [Sings. 

As he forth walked on his wav:— 
Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 
Take that, and mend the plucking off the other.— « 

[Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate:-^ome water,, here 5 what, ho!— 
Where's toy spaniel Troilus ? — Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither :— 

[E^it Servant 
One, Kate, that you niust kiss, and be acquainted 
, with.— 

Where are my slippers ?— ^hall I have some water? 

[A bason is presented to him* 

• 5 A torch of pitch. 
^ A word coined by Shakspeare to express the noise made 
by a person heated and fatigued. 
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Come^ Kflte, and wash, and welcome heartily f— 

[Servant lets the ewerfaO^ 
You whoreson villain ! will you let it fall ? 

[Strikes him, 

Kath Patience, I pray youj 'twas a fault un- 
willing. 

Fet. A whoreson, beetleheaded, flap-ear'd knave! 
Come, Kat^, sit down 5 I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate; or else shall I?— • 
What is this ? mutton ? 
- . 1 Serv. Ay. 

Fet. Who brought it ? 

1 Serv. L 

Fet. *Tis burnt 5 and so is all the meat: 
What dogs are these? — ^Where is the rascal cook? 
How durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser. 
And serve it thus to me that love it not ? 
There^ take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : 

[Throws the meat, SfC. about the stagt» 
You heedless joltheadsy and unmanner*d slaves ! 
What, do you grumble ? Ill be with you straight. 

Kath* I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet; 
The meat was well, if you were so contented^ 

F^t. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried 
away 5 
And I expressly am forbid to touch it. 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger; 
And better 'twere, that both of us did fast,— 
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are cholerick,— • 
Than feed it with such- over-roasted flesh. 
Be patient ; to-morrow it shall be mended, 
And> for this night, we'll fast for company :«-« 
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Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 

[Exeunt Petruchio^ Katharika^ ani 
Curtis. 
Nath. [AdvancingJ] Peter, didst ever see the like! 
Feter, He kills her in her own humour. 

Re-enter Curtis. 

Cm, Where is he ? 

Curt, In her chamber. 
Making a sermon of continency to her : 
And rails, and swears, and rates 3 that she^ poor sod^ 
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak; 
And sits as one new-risen from a dream* 
Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [Exam/. 

Re^enta' Petruchio* 

Fet. Thus have I politickly begun my reign^ 
And *tis my hope to end successfidly : . 
My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty ; 
And, tin she stoop, she must not be full-gorg*d^ 
For then she never looks upon her lure.' 
Another way I have to man my haggard,' 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call. 
That is, — to watch her, as we watch these kites. 
That bate,9 and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat 3 
Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not| 
As with the meat, some tlndeserved fault 
ril find about the miaking of the bed; 

7 A thins stuffed to look like the game which the hawk wif 
to pursue. 

* To tame my wild hawk. • Flutter. 
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And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolster. 

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets :*-» 

Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend,' 

TTiat all is done in reverend care of her 5 

And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night: 

And, if she chance to nod, 1*11 rail, and brawl. 

And with the clamour keep her still awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ; 

And thus V\\ curb her mad and headstrong humour :««• 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 

]S[ow let him speak 3 *tis charity to show. lExU. 



SCENE II. 
Padua. Before Baptista's House. 

Enter Trathio and Houtensio. 

Tra. Is't possible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 
I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said. 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching; 

[Thei/ stand aside. 

Enter Bianca li«rf Lucentio. 

Imc, Now, mistress, profit you in what you read ? 
Bian. What, master, read yoja? first resolve mo 

that. 
lAic. I read that I profess, the art to love. 
Bian, And may you prove, sir, master of your art 1 

s Pretend. 
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Luc. While you^ sweet dear^ prove mistress of 
my heart. [T^^ retire. 

Hor. Quick proceeders^ marry! Now^ tdlme, I 
pray. 
You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Ii0v*d none in the world so well as Lucentio. 

Tra, O despiteful love ! unconstantwomian-kind!^ 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 
'- Hor. Mistake no more : I am not Iicio» 
Nor a musician, as I seem to be> 
But one that scorn to live in this disguise^ 
For such a one as leaves a gentleman. 
And makes a god of such a cidlion:* 
Know, sir, that I am caird^^^Hortensio* 

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have oflen l^eard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca j 
And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness* 
I will with you, — if you bfe so contented,— 
Forswear Bianca and her love for even 

Hor. See, how they kiss and court !——Signioi 
Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow— J* 
Never to woo her more ; but do forswear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 

, Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,— 
Ne*er to marry with her though she would entreat: 
Fye on her ! see, how beastly^ she doth court him. 

Hor, * Would, all the world, but he, had quite for-» 
sworn ! 
For me,**— that I may surely keep mine oatb> 

A Despl(;able fellow. 



\ 
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I will be married to a wealthy widow. 
Ere three days pass 3 which hath as long lov*d me. 
As I have lov*d this proud disdainful haggard : 
And so farewell, signior Lucentio.— • 

Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks. 
Shall win my love :— and so I take my leave. 
In resolution as I swore before. 

[Exit HoRTENsio. — Lucentio and Bianca 
adtance, 

Tra, Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace 
As *longeth to a lover's blessed case ! 
Nay, I have ta*en you napping, gentle lovej 
And have forsworn you, with Hortensio. 

Bian, Tranio, you jest 5 But have you both for- 
sworn me ? 

Tra, Mistress, we have. 

Xirc. Then we are rid of Licio. 

Tra. rfaith, he*ll have a lusty widow now, 
That shall be woo*d and wedded in a day. 

Bian, God give him joy ! 

Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her. 

Bian. He says so, Tranio. 

Tra. Taith, he is gone unto the taming-school. 

Bian. The taming-school! what, is there such a 
place ? 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master; 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,— 
To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 

Enter Biondello, running. 

Bion. O master, master, I have watch*d so long 
That Tm dog-weaiy 3 but at last I spied 
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An ancient angel ^ coming down the hill> 
Will serve the turn. 

Tra, What is he, Biondello ? 

Bion. Master^ a mercatantd^ or a pedant,^ 
I know not what ; but formal in apparel. 
In gait and countenance surely like a father* 

Luc, And what of him, Tranio ? 

Xra. If he be credulqus, and trust my tale, 
ril make him glad to seem Vincentio | 
And give assurance to Baptista Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio. 
Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

^Exeunt Luc:entio and Bianca. 

Enter a Pedant. 

Fed, God save you, sir ! 

Tra. And you, sir! you are welcome. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest ? 

Fed, Sir, at the furthest for a week or two : 
But then up further > and as far as Rome; 
And so to Tripoly, if God lend me life. ' 

Tra. What countryman, I pray ? 

Fed. Of Mantua.. 

Tra, Of Mantua, sir?— many, God forbid! 
And come to Padua, careless of your life } 

Fed, My life, sir! how, .1 pray? for that goei 
hard. 

Tra. *Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua ; Know you not the cause ? 
Your ships are staid at Venice j and the duke 
(For private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him,) 

S Messenger, 4 A merchant or % schoolmaster. 
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Hath publish'd and proclaim*d it openly t \ 
•Tis marvel j but that you're but newly come. 
You might have heard it else proclaim'd about, ' 

Ped. Alas> sir, it is worse for me than so; 
For I have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy. 
This will I do, and this will I advise you;— 
First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa } 

Fed* Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been; 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Tra, Among them,- know you one Vincentio ? 

Fed, I know him not, but I have heard of him| 
A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra. He is my father, sir > and, sooth to say. 
In countenance somewhat dothi resemble you. 

Bimi. As muph as an apple doth an oyster, and all 
one. [Aude^ 

Tra, To save your life in this extremity. 
This favour will I do you for his sake; 
And think it not the worst of .all your fortuties. 
That you are like to sir Vincentio. 
His name and credit shall you undertake. 
And in my house ypu shall be friendly ]odg*d;-^ 
Look, that you take upon you as you should; 
You understan4 me, sir j — bo shall you stay 
Till you have done your business in the city: 
If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 

Fed, O, sir, I do j and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good* 
This^ by the way, I let you understand ;— « 
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My father it here look*d for every day^ 
To pass aaturance of a dower in marriage 
*Twixt me and one Baptista's daughter here : 
In all these circumstances 1*11 instruct yoa : 
Go with me^ sir^ to clothe you as becomes you. 

\ExeunU 

SCENE m. 

A Room in Petruchio's House. 

Enter Katharina and Grumio. 

Grw. No, no j forsooth j I dare not, for my life. 

Kath. The more my wrong, the more his spiti 
^ appears: 
What, did he marry me to famish me ? 
Beggars, that come unto my father's door> 
Upon entreaty, have a present alms 5 
If not, elsewhere they meet with charity : 
But I, — ^who never knew how to entreat,—^ 
Am starved for meat, giddy for lack of sleep; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed : 
And that which spites me more than all these wants. 
He does it under name of perfect love ; 
As who should say, — if I should sleep, or eat, 
Twere deadly sickness, or else present death.— 
I pr*ythee go, and get me some repast 5 
I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 
. Gru. What say you to a neat*s foot ? 

Kath. Tis passing good) I pr'ythee let me have it 

Gru. I fear, it is too cholerick a meat :— - 
How say you to a fat tripe, finely broil*d ? 



I 
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Kath. I like it wellj good Grumio> fetch it me. 

Gru. I cannot tell ; I fear> *tis cholerick. 
What say you to a piece of beef, and mustard ? 

Kath. A dish that I do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little. 

Kath, Why, then the beef, and let the mustard 
rest. 

Gru. Nay, then I will not^ you shall have the 
mustard. 
Or else you get no beef of Grumio. 

Kath, Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 

Giti, Why, then the mustard without the beef. 

Kath. Gro, get thee gone, thou false deluding slave, 

[^Beats kirn* 
That feed'st me with the very name of meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you. 
That triumph thus upon my misery ! 
GrO, get thee gone, I say. 

Enter Petruchio vdth a dish of meat; and 

HORTENSIO. 

Pet. How fares my Kate? What, sweeting, all 
9mort ?* 

Hor. Mistress, what cheer ? 

KatL Taith, as cold as can be. 

Pet. Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully upon me. 
Here, love; thou see'st how diligent I am. 
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee : 

[Sets the dish on a table, 
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? Nay then, thou lov'st it not^ 

s Dispirited; a gallicism. 
TOL. III. D D 
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Aiid all my pains is sorted to no proof; ■ ■ 
Here^ take away this dish. 

Kath. *Pray you^ let it stand. 

Pet. The poorest service is repaid with thanks; 
And so shall mine^ before you touch the meat. 

Kath. I thank you^ sir. 

Hor, Signior Petruchio, fye\ you are to blame! 
Come^ mistress Kate^ 1*11 bear you company. 

Pet, Eat it up all, Hortcnsio, if thou lov'st me.— 

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart ! 
Kate, eat apace : — ^And now, my honey love> 
Will we return unto thy father*s house ; 
And revel it as bravely as the best. 
With silken coats, and caps, and golden nngs. 
With ruiFs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and things; 
With scarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery/® 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knaveiy. 
What, hast thou din*d? The tailor stays thy lebure, 
To deck thy body with his ruffing' treasure. 

Enter Tailor. 
Come, tailor^ let us see these ornaments; 

Enter Haberdasher. 

Lay forth the gown.— What news with yoa, sir! 

Hob, Here is the cap your worship did bespeak. 

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer } 
A velvet dishj— fye, fye ! 'tis lewd and filthy : 
Why, 'tis a cocklej or a walnutsheU> 
A knacky a toy, a tricky a baby's cap 5 

^ Finely. 7 Ruitlins. 
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Away with it, come, let me have a bigger, 

Kath. I'll have no bigger; this doth fit the time. 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have one too. 
And not till then. 

Hor. That will not be in haste. [Aside* 

Kath. Why, sir, I trust, I may have leave to 
speak 'y 
And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe : 
Your betters have endur*d me say my mind; 
And, if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart ; 
Or else my heart, concealing it, will break : 
And, rather than it shall, I will be free 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in y^ords. 

Fet. Why, thou say'st true 5 it is a paltry cap, 
A custard-coffin,^ a bauble, a silken pie : 
I love thee well, in that thou lik'st it not. 

Kath* Love me, or love me not, I like the cap; 
And it I will hgve, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay : — Come, tailor, let u^ 
see't. 
O mercy, God ! what masking stufi^ is here ? 
What's this ? a sleeve ? 'tis like a demi-cannon : 
What ! up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart ? 
Here's snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and slash. 
Like to a censer^ in a barber's shop : — 
Why, what, o'devil's name, tailor, call'st thou this } 

Hor. I see, she's like to have neither cap nor gown* 

{Aside. 

^ A coffin was the culinary term for raised crust. 
9 These censers resembled our brasiers 19 shape. 

D D 2 
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Tai. You bid me make it orderly and wdl. 
According to the feshion^ and the ^me. 

Fct. Marry, and did j but if you be remembered, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Go, hop me over every kennel home. 
For you shall hop without my custom, sir : 
1*11 none of it ; hence, make your best of it. 

Kath. I never saw a better-fashion*d gown. 
More quaint,' more pleasing, nor more commend-* 

able: 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Fet, Why, true) he means to make a puppet of 
thee. 

Tai, She says, your worship means to make t 
puppet of her. 

Fet. O monstrous arrogance! Thou liest, thou 
thread. 
Thou thimble. 

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, oa3. 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou : — 
Brav'd in mine own house with a skein of thread! 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant^ 
Or I shall so be-mete* thee with thy yard. 
As thou sh^lt think on prating whilst thou liy'st! 
I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr'd her gown. 

Tai, Your worship is deceiv*d; the gown is mack 
Just as my master had direction : 
Grumio gave order how it should be done. 

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the stuff. 

Tau But how did you desire it should be made? 

Gru, Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 

■ Curious. « Be-measure. 
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Tai, But did 70a not request to have it cut ? 

Gru, Thou hast faced many things J 

Tai, I have. 

Gru. Face not me: thou hast braved many men; 
brave not me^ I will neither be faced nor braved. 
I say unto thee, — I bid thy master cut out the gown ; 
but I did not bid him cut it to pieces : ergo, thou 
liest. 

Tai, Why, here is the note of the fashion to 
testify. 

Pet, Read it. y*^ 

Gru, The note lies in his throat, if he say I said 
so. 

Tai. Imprimis f a loose-bodied gown : 

Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown, 
sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with 
a bottom of brown thread : I said, a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tai. With a small compassed cape;^ 

Gru. I confess the cape. 

Tai. With a trunk sleeve; 

Gru. I confess two sleeves. 

Tai. The sleeves curiously cut. 

Pet. Ay, there's the villainy. 

Gru. Error i'the bill, sirj error i*the bill. I com- 
manded the sleeves should be cut out, and sewed up 
again) and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy 
little finger be armed in a thimble. 

Tai, This is true, that I say j an I had thee in place 
where, thou shoud'st know it^' 

2 Turned up many garments with facings. 
, 4 A VDUBcl cape. 
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Gni, I am for thee straight: take thoa the bill^ 
give me thy mete^-yard,-* and spare not me. 

Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio! then he shall have 
so odds. 

Pet, Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. 
Gru. You are i*the right, sir; 'tis for my mis* 
tress. 

Pet, Go, take it up unto thy master's use. 
Gru. Villain, not for thy life : Take up my mis- 
tress* gown for thy master's use ! 

Pet. Why, sir, what's your conceit in that? 
Gru. O, sir, the conceit is deeper than you think 
for: 
Take up my mistress* gown to his master's use ! 
O, fye, fye, fye! 

Pet, Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor paid:^ 

{^Aside. 
Gro take it hence ; be gone, and say no more. 

Hor, Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow. 
Take no unkindness of his hasty words : 
Away, 1 say ; commend me to thy master* 

{_Exit Tailor, 
Pet, Well, come, my Katej we will unto yoitf 
father's. 
Even in these honest mean habiliments ', 
Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor : 
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich ; 
And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds^ 
So honour peereth^in the meanest habit. 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark« 
Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 

s Measuring jMXd, ^ Appeareth. 
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Or is the adder better than the eel. 

Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 

O, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse 

For this poor furniture, and mean array. 

If thou account*st it shame, lay it on me : 

And therefore, frolick ; we will hence forthwith. 

To feast and sport us at thy father's house. — 

Go, callmy men, and let us straight to him; 

And bring our horses unto Long-lane end. 

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.— 

Let*s see; I think, 'tis now some seven o'clock. 

And well we may come there by dinner time. 

Kath, I dare assure you, sir, 'tis almost two; 
And 'twill be supper time, ere you come there. 

Fet. It shall be seven, ere I go to horse : 
Look> what I speak, or do, or think to do. 
You are still crossing it. — Sirs, left alone : 
I will not go to-day ; and ere I do. 
It shall be what o'clock I say it is. 

Jlor. Why, so! this gallant will command the 
sun^ [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Padua. Before Baptista's House, 

Enter Traijio, and the Pedant dressed like 

ViNCENTIO, 

Tra. Sir, this is the house ; Please it you, that I 

call? 
Fed. Ay, what dse ? and, but I be deceived^ 

6ignior Baptista may remember me. 

I 
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Near twenty years ago, in Grenoa, where 
We were lodgers at the Pegasus. 

Tra. Tis weU j 

And hold your own, in any case, with suci) 
Austerity as longeth to a father. 

Enter Biondello. 

Fed. I warrant you : But, sir, here comes your 
boyj 
?Twere good, he were schooled. 

Tra, Fear you not him. Sirrah, Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I advise you ; 
Imagine *twere the right Vincentio. 

Bion, Tut ! fear Qot me. 

Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista? 

Bion, I told him, that your father was at Venicej 
A^d that you looked for him this day in Padua. 

Tra. Thou*rt a tall* fellow ; hold thee that to 
drink. 
Here comes Baptista:— set your countenance, sir.-^ 

Enter Baptista and Lucentio. 

Signior Baptista, you are happily met : — 

Sir, [To the Pedant.] 

This is the gentleman I told you of; 

I pray you, stand good father to me now. 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Fed, Soft, son ! — 
Sir, by your leave ; having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause 

s Brave. 
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Of love between your daughter and himself: 
And, — for the good report I hear of you ; 
And for tlie love he beareth to your daughter^ 
And she to hira, — ^to stay him not too long, 
I am content, in a good father*s care. 
To have him match'dj and,— if you please to like 
No worse than I, sir, — ^upon some agreement. 
Me shall you find most ready and most willing 
With one consent to have her so bestow*d 5 
For curious^ I cannot be with you, 
Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well. 

Bap, Sir, pardon me in what I have to sayj— 
Your plainness, and your shortness, please me wdL 
Right true it is, your son Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him. 
Or both dissemble deeply their afiFections : 
And, therefore, if you 8?y no more than this. 
That like a father you will deal with him. 
And pass '' my daughter a sufficient dower. 
The match k fully made, and all is done : 
Your son shall have my daughter with consent. 

Tra, I thank you, sir. Where then do you know 
best. 
We be affied ;* and such assurance ta*en. 
As shall with either part's agreement stand ? 

Bap, Not in my house, Lucentio ; for, you know» 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants : 
Besides, old Gremio is hearkening still ; 
And, happily,^ we might be interrupted. 

Tra, Then at my lodging, an it like you, sir: 

^ Scrupulous* 7 Allure or convey. > Betrothed. 

9 Accidental !/• 
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There doth my father lie j and there, this nighty 
We*ll pass the business privately and well : 
Send for your daughter by your servant here. 
My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. . 
The worst is this, — that, at so slender warning, 
Yoa*re like to have a thin and slender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well : — Cambio, hie you home> 
And bid Bianca make her ready straight ^ 
And, if you will, tell what hath happened : — 
Lucentio*8 father is arriv'd in Padua^ 
And how she's like to be Lucentio*s wife. 

Imc, I pray the gods she may, with all my 
heart ! 

Tra, Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
. Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way ? 
Welceme ! one mess is like to be your cheer : 
Come, sir j we'll better it in Pis4- 

Bap. I follow yoxk. 

[Exeunt Trai7io> Pedant, and Baptista. 

Bion, Cambio.— 

Jjuc. What say'st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion» You saw my master wink and laugh upon 
you? 

Luc. Biondello, what of that ? 

Bim. 'Faith nothing; but he has left me here 
behind, to expound the meaning or moral ' of his 
signs and tokens. 

Luc, I pray thee, moralize them. 

Bim. Then thus. Baptista is safe> talking with the 
deceiving father of a deceitful soik 

Luc^ Add what of him ? , 

> Secret purpose* 
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Bion, His daughter is to be brought by you to the 
supper. 

Luc. And then ? — 

Bion, The old priest at Saint Luke's church is at 
your command at all hours. • 

Imc, And what of all this ? 

Bion, I cannot tell 3 except they are busied about 
a counterfeit assurance : Take you assurance of her, 
cum prixiiegio ad imprimendum solkm: to the church; 
•:— take the priest^ clerk^ and some sufficient honest 
witnesses : 
If this be not that you look for^ I have no more to 

say. 
But, bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. \Going. 

Luc, Hear'st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion, I cannot tarry: I knew a wench married in 
an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley to 
stuff a rabbit 5 and so may you, sir j and so adieu, 
^ir. My master hath appointed me to go to Saint 
Luke's, to bid the priest be ready to come against 
you come with your appendix. [Exit, 

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented: 
She will be pleased, then wherefore should I doubt? 
Hap what hap may, FU roundly go about her j 
Jt shall go hard, if Cambio go without her. [Exit, 
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SCENE V. 

A publick Road, 
Enter Petruciiio^ Katharina^ and Hor- 

TENSIO. 

Pet* Come on, o* God*s name 5 once more toward 
our father's. 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon! 

Kath, The moon! the sun 3 it is not moonlight 
now. 

Tet. I say, it is the moon that shines so bright 

Kath, I know, it is the sun that shines so bright 

Tet, Now, by my mother's son, and that's myself. 
It shall be moon, or star, or what I list^ 
Or ere I journey to your Other's house :— 
Go on, and fetch our horses back again.-— 
Evermore crossed, and cross'd; nothing but cross*d! 

Hor, Say as he says, or we shall never go. 

Kath, Forward, I pray, since we have come so iaxt 
And be it moon, or sun, or what you please : 
And if you please to call it a rush candle. 
Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me* 

Fet, I say, it is the moon. 

Kath, I know it is. 

Tet, Nay, then you lie 5 it is the blessed sun. 

Kath. Then, God be bless'd, it is the blessed 
sun: — 
Bnt sun it is not, when you say it is not; 
And the moon changes, even as yowx mind. 
What you will have it nam*d^ even that it is ; 
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And so it shall be so^ for Katharine. 

Hor, Petruchio, go thy ways) the field is won. 

Fet* Well, forward, forward ; thus the bowl should 
run. 
And not unluckily against the bias.— 
But soft 3 what company is coming here ? 

Enter Vincentio, in a travelling dress. 

Good-morrow, gentle mistress : Where away?— 

[To Vincentio* 
Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too. 
Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 
What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty. 
As those two eyes become that heavenly face ?— 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee :— • 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's sake. 

Hor. 'A will make the man mad, to make a wo** 
man of him. 

Kath, Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, and 
• sweet. 
Whither away : or where is thy abode ? 
Happy the parents of so fair a child; 
Happier the man, whom favourable stari ' 

Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow ! 

Fet. Why, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art not 
mad: 
This is a man, ol(), wrinkled, faded, withered } 
And not a maiden, as thou say*st he is. 

Kath, Pardon, old father, my mistaking ^yt$. 
That have been so bedazzled with the sun> 
That every thing I look on seemeth green : 



■ii 
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Now I perceive, thou art a reverend father ; 
Pardoo, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 

Pet. Do, good old grandsire; and, withal, make 
known 
Which way thou travellest : if along with us. 
We shall be joyful of thy company. 

Vin. Fair sir, — and you my merry mistress, — 
That with your strange encounter much amaz'd rae; 
My name is call*d — Vincentio j my dwelling — Pisa } 
And bound I am to Padua ; there to visit 
A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 

Pet, What is his name ? 

Vin. Lucent) o, gentle sir. 

Pet. Happily met; the happier for thy son. 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, 
I may entitle thee— my loving father; 
The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman. 
Thy son by tliis hath married : Wonder not. 
Nor be not griev*d j she is of good esteem, 
tter dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth > 
Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gendeman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio : 
And wander we to see thy honest son. 
Who will of thy arrival be fiill joyous. 

Vin, But is this true? or is it else your pleasure, 
14ke pleasant travellers, to break a jest 
Upon the company you overtake ? 

Hor. I do assure thee, father, so it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof; 
For our first merriment fiath made thee, jealous. 

lExeunt Petruchio, Katharine, and 
Vincentio. 
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Hor, Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ; and if she be forward. 
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. 

ACT y. 

SCENE I. Padua. Before Lucentio's House. 

Enter on one side Biondello, Lucentio, and 
BiANCAj Gremio walking on the other side, 

Bion, Softly and swiftly, sir) for the priest is 
ready. 

Luc. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore leave us. 

Bion, Nay, faith, I'll see the church o' your back; 

and then come back to my master as soon as I can. 

^Exeunt Lucentio, Bianca, and Biondello. 

Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. . 

Enter Petruciiio, Katharina, Vincentio, 

and Attendants. 

Pet. Sir, here*s the door, this is Lucentio*s- house. 
My father*s bears more toward the market-place ; 
Thither must I, and here I leave you, sir. 

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before yoa gO| 
I think, I shall command your welcome here. 
And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward. 

[^Knocki. 

Gre, They're busy withiti, you were best koock 
louder. 
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Enter Pedant ahc^e, at a windaw. 

Fed, What's he, that knocks as he would beat 
iiown the gate ? 

Vin, Is signior Lucentio within^ sir? 

Fed. He's within, sir, but not to be spoken withal. 

Vin, What if a man bring him a hundred pound 
or two, to make meny withal ? 

Fed. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself^ he 
shall need none, so long as I live. 

Fet. Nay, I told you, your son was beloved in 
Padua. — ^Do you hear, sir? — to leave frivolous cir- 
cumstances, — I pray you, tell signior Lucentlo, that 
his father is come from Pisa, and is here at the door 
to speak with him. 

Fed. Thou liest^ his father ]s. come from Fisa, 
and here looking out at the window. 

Vin. Art thou his father ? 

Fed, Ay, sir 5 so his mother says, if I may be- 
lieve her. 

Fet. Why, how now, gentleman ! -[To Vincen.] 
why, this is fiat knavery, to take upon you another 
man's name. ■ 

Fed. Lay hands on the villain ^ I believe 'a means 
to cozen somebody in. this city under my counte- 
nance. 

Re-enter Biondello* 

Bion. 1 have seen them in the church together; 
God send 'em good shipping !— -But who is here? 
mine old master, Vincentio? now we are undooe^ 
and brought to nothing. 
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Viuk Come hither^ crack-hemp. 

[5ed«g BlONDELLO, 

Bioii. I hope, I may choose^ sir. 

Vin. Come hither^ you rogue; What, hdve yoa 
forgot me ? 

Bion, Forgot you? no> sir: I could not forget youj 
for I never saw yoa before in all my life. 

Vin, What, you notorious villain, didst thou never 
see thy master's father, Vincentio ? 

Bion. What, my old, worshipful old master? }^8> 
paarry, sir; see where he looks out of the window. 

Vin, Is't so, indeed? [Bea^« Biondello* 

Bion. Help, help, help! here*3 a madman will 
murder me. [Exit^ 

Fed. Help, son ! help, signior Baptista ! 

\Exity from the window. 

Pet, Pr'ythee, Kate, let's stand aside, and see the 

end of this controversy. iThey retire* 

Re-enter Pedant below; Baptista, Tranio, and 

Servants, 

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer t6 beat injr 
servant ? 

Vin. What am 1, sir? nay, what are you, sir?— 
O immortal' gods ! O fine, villain 1 A silken doublet ! 
a velvet hose ! a scarlet cloak ! and a copatain' hat !* 
»^0, I am undone ! I &m undone ! while I play the 
good husband at home, my son and my servant 
spend all at the university. 

Tra. How now ! what's the matter ? 

Bap, What, is the man lunatick ? 

^ A hat with a conical crown. 
VOL. III. £b 
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Tra. Sir^ you seem a sober ancient gentleman by 
your hahit, but your words show you a madman:' 
Why^ sir^ what concerns it 3roa^ if I wear pearl and 
gold ? I thank my good father^ I am able to main- 
Cain it. 

Vin. Thy father? O^ villain! he is a sail-maker In 
Bergamo. 

Bap. Yon mistake, sir; you mistake, sir; Pray, 
what do you think is his aame ? 

Vin. His name? as if I knew not bif name: I 
have brought him np ever since he was three yaatk 
dd, and his name is— Tranio. j . 

Fed. Away, away, ihad ass! his name is Lu« 
csendO; and he is mine only son, and heir to thi 
lands of me, signior Vinoentio. 

Ftn. Luoentio ! O, be hath murdered his master I 
»-Lay hold on him, I charge you, in the duke's 
name :<*-0, my son, my sonl-^tell m^ thou villain^ 
where is my son Lucentio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer: lEnter one wUk m 
Officer.'] carry this mad knave to the gaol ;— -Fadier 
Baptista, I charge you see, that he be forth-coming. 

Vm. Carry me to the gaol ! 

Gre. Stay, officer; he shall not go to prison. 

Bt^ Talk not, signior Gremio; I say, heahaD |0 
Id prison. 

Gre. Take heed, signior Baptista, kit yoaHte 
ccmey-catched' in this business; I dare aweor, tkb 
is the ri^t Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear, if thou darest 

Gre. Nay, I daie not swear it, 

aChe%tsd* 
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Tra, Then thou wert best izy, that I am ooC Ltt« 

centio« 

Gre* Yes, I know thee to be signior Liicetitio« 
B,ap. Away with the dotard) to the gad with him« 
Vin* Thus strangerg may be hakd and abus'd:'^ 

O monstrous villain ! '^ 

Re-enter Biovdello^ with Lucentio^ and 

BlANCA. 

Bian. O, we are spoiled, and-^Yonder he is ; deny 
hinii forswear him, or else we are all undone. 

Luc. Pardon, sweet father. [Kneeling, 

Vm» Lives my sweetest ton ? 

[BiONDELLO, Tranio, and Pedant run out. 

Bian. Pardon, dear father. iKneeimg. 

Bap. How hast thou offended?-— 

Where is Lucentlo ? 

Luc. Here's Lucentio> 

Right son unto the right Vincentio j * 

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine. 
While counterfeit supposes blear'd thine eyne.* 

Gre. Here's packing,* with a witness^ to deceive 
m all ! 

Vin. Where is that damned villain, Tranio, 
That fac*d and brav*d me in this matter so ? 

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio F 

Bian. Cambio is changed into Lucentio. 

Luc. Love wrought these miracles* Bianca's love 
Made me exchange my Ibrte with Tranio, 
While he did bear my countenance in the town y 

4 Deodv^ thy eyes. 
' Tricking, underhand contrivances* 

kk3 
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And happily I have arrived at last 
Unto the wished haven of my bliss : — 
What Tranio did^ myself enforc*d him to ; 
Then pardon him^ sweet father^ for my sake. 

Vin, 1*11 slit the villain's nose^ that would have 
sent me to the gaol. 

Bap. But do you hear, sir? [To Lucentic] 
Have yon married my daughter without asking my 
good-will ? 

Vin. Fear not, Baptistaj we will content you, go 
to : But I will in, to be revenged for this villainy. 

lExii. 
Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery. 

lExit. 

Luc, Look not pale, Bianca^ thy father will not 

frown. [Exeunt Luc. and Bian. 

Gre. My cake is dough :^ But I'll in among the 

rest i 

Out of hope of all, — ^but my share of the feast. 

[Exit. 

Petruchio and Katharina advance. 

Kath. Husband, let's follow, to see the end of 

this ado. 
Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 
Katk. What, in the midst of the street ? 
Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me ? 
Katk, No, sir; God forbid: — ^but ashamed to kiss. 
Pet. Why, then let's home again : — ^Come, sirrah, 

let's away. 

, ^ A proverbial expre|sifi«i| repeated after a disappoint- 
ment., 
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Kath. "i^sy, I will give thee a kiss: now pray 

thee, love, stay. 
Pet. Is not this well?— Come, my sweet Kate) 
Better once than never, for never too late. lExeunt^ 



SCENE II. 

A Room in Lucentio's House, v 

ji Banquet set out. Enter Baptista, Vincentio, 
Oremio, the Pedant, Lucentio, Bianca, 
Petruchio, Katharina, HoRTEysio, and 
Widow. Tranio, Biondello, Grumio, and 
Others^ attending. 

4 

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring noteg 
agree: 
And time it is, when raging war is done. 
To smile at 'scapes and perils overblown.— 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome. 
While I with self-same kindness welcome thine :— 
Brother Petruchio, — sister Katharina, — 
And thou, 'Hortensio^ with thy loving widow,-^— 
Feast with the best, and welcome to my house; 
My banquet^ is to close our stomachs up. 
After our great good cheer : Pray you, sit down 5 
For now we sit to chat, as well as eat. 

IThey sit at table. 

Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat ^nd eat ! 

Bap, Padua affords this kindness, son 'Petruchio* 

Pet, Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

7 A banquet was a refection consisting of fruit, cakesi Ac;. 
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ffor. For: both our akes, I would that woiii v^w 

true. 
Pet. Now, for my Ufe, Horteosio fiMr«* ^ 

widow, 
^tcf. Then never trust me if I be afeard. 
Pet, You are sensible, and yet you miss my sense; 
I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you^ 

JVidp He that is giddy, thinks the world turns rounds 

Pet. Roundly replied. 

Kath. Miatress, how mean you that) 

Wid. Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by me ! — How likes Hortensio that? 

J£or. My widow says, thus she conceives her tale. 

Pet. Very well mended : Kiss him for tha^ goo4 

widow. 
Kath. He that is giddy, thinks ^le wcnid turns 

round:——!- 
I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. 

IVid. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew. 
Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe: 
And now you know my meaning. 
Kath. A very mean meaning. 
Wid. Right, I mean you, 

Kath, And I am mean, indeed, respecting you. 
Pet. To her, Kate ! 
Hor. To her, widow ! ' 
Pet, A hundred mar)u, my JSjate does put her 

down. 
Hor, That's my office. 
Pet, Spoke like an officer :-^Ha* to thee, lad. 

IDrinks to Hortensio. 

< DjcaKlt. 
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Bap. How likes Gremio these quick** willed folks f 
^ Gre. Believe me; sir^ they butt together well. 

Bian. Head, and butt } an hasty-witted body 
Would say> your head and butt were head and honu 

Vm. Ay, mistress bride^ hath that awaken'd you? 

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me 5 dierefore I'll tAtmjf 
again. 
.•^ Pet. Nay, that you shall not; since you- have 

begun. 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two* 

Bian. Am I your bird ? I mean to shift toy buib> 
And then pursue me as you dmw your b<»w :•— 
You are welcome ali. 

{^Exeunt Biakca, Katharika, and Widow* 

Pet. She hath prevented me.-^Here, signior Tra- 
nio. 
This bird you aim'd at, though you hit' her not 5 
Therefore, a health to all that shot and miss'd. 

Tra. 0> sir, Lucentio ^pp'd me like his grqr- 
hound. 
Which runs*1iimself, and catches for his master. 

Pet. A good swifts simile, but something currish. 

Tra. Tis well, sir, that you hunted for youndfi 
*Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 

Luc I thank thee for thut gird/ good Tranio. 

Hor. Confess, confess, hath he not hit yott hert^ 

Pet. *A haa a little gall'd me, I confess $ 
And, as the jest did glance away from me, 
*Tis ten to one it maim*d you two outright. 

Bap. Now, in good sadaesa, son Pemichio, 

9 Witty. ■ Sarcasm. 
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I thiok thou hast the veriest shrew of all. 

Pet. Well, I say — ^no : and therefore^ for assurance^ 
Let*s each one send Unto his wife ; 
And he, whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her^ 
Shall win the wager which we will propose. 

Har. Content : ^What is the wager ? 

LuCf Twenty crowns. 

Pet, Twenty crowns ! 
I'll venture so much on my hawk, or hound, 
^ut twenty times so much upon my wife. 

Luc, A hundred then. 

Hor. Content. 

Pet. A match 5 'tis done. 

ffor. Who shall begin ? 

Luc. That wDl I. Go, 

Biondello, bid your mistress come to mp. 

Bion. 1 go. lExit. 

ffap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 

Luc, 1*11 have no halves 3 1*11 bear it all myself. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

Pow now ! what news ? 

Bion, Sir, my mistress sends you word 

That she is busy, and she cannot come. 

Pet, How! she is busy, and she cannot come! 
1$ that an answer ? \ 

Gre, Ay, and a kind one too : 

Pray Grod, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 

Pet, I hope, better, 

Hoi. Sirrah, Biondello, go, and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. lExit Biondello. 



I 
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Pet. O, ho! entreat her! 

Nay^ then she must needs come. 

jflor, I am afraia, tar. 

Do what you can^ yours will not be entreated* 

Rc'Cnter Biondello. 

Now where*s my wife ? 

Bian. She says^ you have some goodly jest in hand 3 
She will not come ; she bids you come to her. 

Pet, Worse and worse; she will not come! O vil^ 
Intolerable, not to be endur*d ! 
Sirrah, Grumio, go to your mistress 5 
Say, I command her come to me. ^Exit Grumio. 

Hot-, I know her answer. 

Pet. What? 

Hor. She will not com0« 

Pet, The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 

Enter Katharina. 

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes Ksl^ 

tharina ! 
Kath, What is your will, sir, that you send for me> 
Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio's wife ? 
Kath, They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet. Go fetch them hither ; if they deny ip come, 
3winge me them soundly forth unto their husbands : 
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

[^Esit Katharina. 
Luc, Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
flor. And so it is j I wonder what it bodes. 
Pet. Marry, peace it bodes^ and love^ and quiet 
We. 
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An awfnl role^ and right supremacy ; 

And^ to be shorty what not> that* a sweet and kap^^ 

' Bttp. Now fair befal thee^ good Petruchio ! 
The wager thou hast won ', and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns i 
Another dowry to another daughter^ 
For she is chang*d> as she had Dttver beoo. 

, Fet. Nay« I will win my wager better yet ; 
And show more sign of her obedience. 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Re-enter Katharina, with Bianca, and Widow. 

See^ where she comes ^ and brings ycfox frowant 

wives 
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion.-^ 
SLatharinCy that cap of yours becomes you not; 
OS with that bauble^ throw it under foot* .\ . f 
[Katharina ptdls cffher cap, and tkrctm 
it down. 
• Wid, Lord^ let me never have a cause to sigk^ 
Till I be brought to such a silly pass ! 

Bian, Fye ! what a foolish duty call you this ? 
sImc. I would^ your duty were as fixxlish too : 
The wisdcon of your duty^ fair Bianca> 
Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper-time* 
Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty* 
Fet, Katharine, I charge thee, tdl these ba^ 
strong women 
What duty ihey do owe their lords and husbands. 
Wid. Come, come, you're mocking j we will have 

BO telling. ^ 

Fet» Come on, I say; and first bc^ with her. 
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Wid. She shall pot 

Pet. I say^ she shall ;— and first b^in with her* 
Kath. Fye, fye I unknit that threatening unkind 
brow ; 
And dart not scornful glances from, those eyes^ 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor: 
It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds; 
And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 
A woman mov*d, is like a fountain troubled^ 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beaulys 
And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of iL 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper. 
Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee» 
And for thy maintenance : commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land ; 
To watch the night in storms, the day ia cold. 
While thou liest warm at home, secure and safe; 
And crave& no other tribute at thy hands. 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience i^^— 
Too little payment for so great a debt. / 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 
JEven such, a womsn oweth .to her husband : 
And, when she's froward, peevish; sullen, sour. 
And, not obedient to his honest will. 
What is she, but a foul contending rebel. 
And graceless traitor to her lovinglord ?"^ 
I am asham*d, that women are so simple 
To offer war, where they should kneel for peace; 
Qr seek for rule, supremacy, and sway. 
When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
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Why are our bodies soft, and weak^ and smooth^ 

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world ; 

But that our soft conditions* and our hearts^ 

Should well agree with our external parts ? 

Come, come^ you froward and unable worms ! [ 

My mind hath been as big as one of yours^ 

My heart as great ; my reason, haply, more. 

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown : 

But now, I see our lances are but straws j 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare,— 

That seeming to be most, which we least are. . 

Then vail your stomachs,^ for it is no boot j • I 

And place your hands below your husband*! foot: 

In token of which duty, if he please. 

My hand is ready, may it do him ease. 

Pet» Why, there's a wench! — Come on^ and kiss 
me, Kate. 

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad j for thou shalt ha't. 

Vin, *Tis a good hearing, when children are toward. 

Luc. But a harsh hearing, when women art 
fi'oward. 

Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to-bed ; ' » 
We three are married, but you two are sped. 
*Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white; 

[ToLuCENTIO. 

And, being a winner, God give you good night ! 

^Exeunt Petruchio and Kath. 
Hor. Now go thy ways, thou hast tam'd a curst 

shrew. 
Luc, Tis a wonder, by your leave, she^ will be 
tam'd so. [Exeunt, 

^ Gentle tempers. s Alette your spirits. 
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Of this play the two plots are so well united, that thef 
can hardly be called two, without injury to the art with 
which they are interwoven. The attention is entertained with 
ail the variety of a double plot, yet is not distracted by uncon- 
nected incidents. 

The part between Katharine and Petruchio is eminently 
spritely and diverting. At the marriage of Bianca the arrival 
of the real father, perhaps, produces more perplexity than 
pleasure. The whole play is very popular and diverting. 

JOHMSON. 



END OF VOLUME THIRD. 
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